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BOOK I. 

TRAXELBY. 

Wednesday, September 5, 1906. 

What on earth is the matter with Susan? Up to 
yesterday morning I have hardly had to find fault with 
her more than twice or thrice in four years. Yet, since 
last night, she has richly deserved a dozen sharp scold- 
ings at the very least 

After all, poor Grandmamma must have been right 
"My pet," grannie used to say whenever I told her that 
Susan was a treasure of pure gold — "My pet, I have 
had thirty or forty treasures myself, and I give you my 
word that even the best of them are only plated. Off 
the worst ones the plating wears soon. Off the better 
ones it wears late. But wait long enough, and sooner 
or later you shall see the copper or the pewter." 

No doubt I ought to be grald\x\ ^ii^X ^xisia». V^% 
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lasted so well. All the same, it is maddening that the 
gilding should choose to come off just as Pm on the 
eve of starting for Sainte V^ronique-sur-mer. Susan 
says everything is packed: but I can't risk it. Probably 
she has filled a tnmk with opera-glasses and fans, and 
forgotten towels and soap. First thing in the morning 
she must unpack, and we must both go through every- 
thing with a list But it's tiresome beyond words. 

Thursday, September 6. 

Susan is worse than ever. Instead of toast, she 
brought me this morning two chunks of bread hardly 
browned, and, instead of tea, a tepid potion as black 
as night I have asked her if she is ill, but she says 
she isn't And, certainly, I never saw her look better 
in her life. The worst of it is that she keeps coming 
and going with such an air of — how shall I describe it? 
Not insolence: not even indifference. It is hard to find 
the word. When I blame her for some blimder, she 
looks, for the moment, duly meek and sorry; and when 
I send her off on some errand, she departs as if she 
really wants to do her best in her old way. And in less 
than half an hour I am scolding her again. 

On one point Pve made up my mind. No starting 

for Sainte V^ronique till Susan's either mended or 

ended. I'll wire Dupoirier not to expect us till Mon- 

day. Gibson shall take the telegram to the village at 
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once. And, if there's no change for the better before 
post-time to-night, I'll write to Alice and borrow that 
pale little slip of a French maid of hers for the time I 
shall be in Sainte Veronique. Alice said something 
last week about sending her back to France for a 
change. Perhaps I'll take Susan too. Or perhaps Til 
let her go to her friends till I come home again. She's 
been too good a girl all these years for me to part with 
her just because of what may be no more than a pass- 
ing slackness and staleness. Besides, Susan is the only 
creature I really like to have about me. She is as 
wholesome and sweet as country cream and rosy-cheeked 
apples. 

The word I couldn't think of has flashed upon me 
all of a sudden. It's a simple enough word and an 
obvious; and it would have come to me at once if I 
had had the grace to remember sooner that Susan, after 
all, is a human being. 

Susan is merely preoccupied. I ought to have 
divined it hours ago, if I hadn't been so disgustingly 
devoted to my own right worshipful ease and comfort 
I've never thought about it before: but, without doubt, 
Susan's cousins and uncles and aunts are as much to 
Susan as my own cousins and uncles and aunts are to 
me. Indeed, I hope and expect that they are vastly 
more. I wonder what is wrong? Is Susan's cousin 
going to be married? Or has her awtvX. '^ovcv^d. >^<^^A- 



1 2 SUSAN. 

vation Army? Or has her uncle tumbled off a hayrick? 
Perhaps it's something far worse. Anyhow, the poor 
soul must think me adorably sympathetic when I re- 
ward her admirable reticence by shrewing her for every 
insignificant lapse. And, after the loving fidelity with 
which she has served me and cherished me so much 
over and above the best-paid hireling's duty, she must 
find me most consolingly grateful. 

I will make her tell me. Probably it is something 
wherein I can give a bit of practical help. 

Later, 

I've tackled Susan. 

She didn't make it too easy. While she was brush- 
ing my hair, I said abruptly, but quite cordially: 

"By the way, Susan, I sha'n't go to Sainte V^ronique 
to-night. Gibson's gone to the village with a telegram. 
I've told Monsieur Dupoirier to meet me on Monday." 

By peeping through my hair I could see Susan's 
face in the glass, although she couldn't see mine. 

"Very well. Miss (Jertrude," Susan answered. 

She called me "Miss Gertrude" in precisely the 
tone she has always used ever since she first came to 
Traxelby, before Alice was married and when Grand- 
mamma was still alive; and she went on brushing my 
hair without a pause. But I noticed that her cheeks, 
rejected in the glass, first paled and then flamed. I 
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flung my hair from my eye& and looked up at Susan 
without ado. 

"Susan," I said, "you are unhappy about something. 
You ought to have told me. Perhaps I could have 
helped you. In any case I would have been less ex- 
acting in my wants and less sharp in my complaints." 

"Thank you, miss," said Susan imsarcastically and 
thankfully. But she only went on brushing my hair. 

"You are unhappy?" I asked again. 

"Oh no, miss, no," Susan answered quickly and 
warmly. And she brushed my hair harder than ever. 

Looking at her once more in the glass, I saw that 
she was speaking the truth. Her face was still the 
playground of contending emotions, but through her 
pretty blue eyes her spirit gazed out radiantly at the 
genial tourney. Altogether, Susan looked bewitching. 
In her country print, and with her yellow hair and rosy- 
red cheeks, she was just the sort of sweet, shy, rustic 
English beauty to fall head over ears in love with at 
first sight. The truth blazed upon me like a flash of 
lightning. 

It was a few moments before I found my tongue. 
That some young man or other should begin to plague 
my bright-eyed Susan was the most natural thing in the 
world; and yet I had no more taken such a thing into 
my calculations than I had speculated as to what I 
should do if a burglar broke in by m^YvX. 2lxA Nq^!J^<i.^ ^^'^ 
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with my silver combs and brushes. At last I said, rather 
lamely and stiffly: 

"At any rate, Susan, you've got something on your 
mind." 

Susan did not reply. 

"What is it?" I asked. "Or rather, wko is it?" 

Susan's breath came and went more quickly. But 
still she did not answer. 

I turned over the possibilities in my mind, and then 
put a question point blank. 

"Is it Gibson?" 

"Oh no, miss, not Gibson." Her response was 
prompt, decisive, almost reproachful. 

"I'm rather sorry," I said. "Gibson's a thoroughly 
decent, steady young fellow, and he will get on. I hope 
it's nobody worse than Gibson." 

"Oh no, miss," said Susan swiftly and softly. "Not 
worse than Gibson." 

As she did not offer the swain's name, or an ac- 
count of his person, or any ftirther information what- 
soever, I sat dumb and began to feel a bit sulky. Apart 
from my personal loss of the best maid a woman ever 
had, I was aggrieved on Susan's own account No 
doubt some small farmer's son had turned her silly little 
head and won her unguarded little heart. And, after 
the rude deHghts of a rural courtship, my neat-handed, 
dainty joink-and-white Susan would have to settle downi 
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for forty years to drudge among kine and swine and 
turnips, and, most likely, a pack of lusty and highly 
dislikable children. The prospect so revolted me that 
I decided to do my whole duty. 

"Susan." 

"Yes, miss?" 

"Have you told your people — your relations — about 
all this?" 

"No> miss." 

"Why not?" 

"There's only my aunt, miss," said Susan dutifully, 
"and she doesn't care. I've wrote " 

"Written. Not wrote. Say written." 
. "Yes, miss. I've written to her twice since Christ- 
mas, not to speak of sending a coloured postcard from 
Malvern, and she hasn't answered never so much as a 
word." 

This pricked me. I had heard it before; and, 
knowing as I did that Susan had neither father nor 
mother, nor brother nor sister, I ought to have put two 
and two together, and deduced the fact that Susan was 
alone in the world. But I had hot been interested or 
unselfish enough to work it out. 

"Of course, of course," I said. "I'd forgotten. But, 
Susan, why have you not spoken about it to me? When 
I foimd you had no parents, didtft lt.e\\70M>JaaX.\l^Q^ 
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were in any doubt or trouble you were always to come 
to me?" 

^Yes, misSy" answered Susan as dutifully as before. 
And she went on brushing my hair. I got up im- 
patiently, and went and sat in my big diair by the 
window. 

"No," I said. "Never mind my hair for a minute. 
Susan, I'm very much disappointed and put out You 
are not treating either me or jrourself fairly. Wth things 
as they are, I feel respcmsible for you. AD this is very 
serious. You are young, and you have no experience." 

Susan, standing three feet away with lowered head, 
heard me out deferentially, although she knows quite 
well that I am six months her junior, and that it is 
hardly a year since I b^an to look after my own affairs. 
She simply said: 

"Yes, miss." 

"Susan, look at me. Don't hang your head. Is 
this man respectable?" 

"Oh yes, miss!" 

"He says so himself, no doubt But the world's full 
of very strange people. Who is he? Where does he 
come from? What is his name?" 

Susan hung her head again, and did not answer. 
I saw that she had something to hide, so I tried another 
way. 

"How far has it gone?" 
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"Well, miss,*' she faltered after a pause. "He — he's 
asked me." 

"When?" 

"Yesterday, miss." 

"What did you say?" 

"I didn't say anything, miss." 

"Susan, don't be ridiculous. You mean, you didn't 
say *No.' You encouraged him?" 

"Oh no, miss." 

"Susan, I won't be trifled with. Either you en- 
couraged him or you didn't Which was it? You 
surely don't expect me to believe that, after he'd asked 
you, he was content to walk away again without any 
kind of an answer?" 

"Please, miss, he didn't ask me that way. It was 
in a letter." 

"A letter! Susan, I hope you've said *No.' Have 
nothing at all to do with him. A letter, indeed! Why 
didn't he speak out like a man to your face?" 

"Please, miss, he couldn't." 

"Couldn't? Why not?" 

"Because I've never seen him." 

I burst out laughing. The affair was a trifle after 
alL At the most and worst it was some village moon- 
calf s clumsy wooing; at the least (and likeliest) it was a 
practical joke. But Susan thought otherwise. I stopped 
laughing at the sight of her proud ftusVi ^wdi ^ivx^.. 
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"Come, Sasan,^ I coaxed, "be a senable girl. It*s 
some stupid joke." 

"No, miss," said Susan firmly. 

"Then what have you done? Have you sent a 
reply?" 

"Yes, miss. No, miss; I mean, no. That is, I've 
written the answer, but I haven't posted it" 

"That's a good thing. What have you said?" 

Susan was silent quite a long time. At length she 
looked at me plaintively, and answered: 

"I've wrote " 

"Written." 

"I've written two letters and torn them up again. I 
think the third one is the best But somehow, miss, it 
doesn't seem quite right I'm wondering, miss " 

"Yes." 

"I'm wondering whether ... if I brought you his 
letter, miss . . .?" 

"Of course I will, Susan. If it's a letter that ought 
to be answered, I'll do whatever I can. Bring it me 
after lunch." 

"Thank you, miss," said Susan warmly. But her 
face darkened again as quickly as it had brightened. I 
could see that a great doubt or fear had her in its grip. 

It was unkind of me; but I had had enough of the 
whole business for one morning. "Finish my hair, 
Susan,'' I said; and I §^t down again before the glass. 
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Susan resumed the work. But she had hardly taken 
one of my tresses into her hand before she flung it from 
her almost madly, and fell on her knees at my feet 

"Miss Gertrude," she cried. "Promise! Swear 
before God that you will not. take him away from me!" 

I was thunderstruck. But she was still crouched at 
my side, gripping my knees. 

"Susan," I said sternly, "you are forgetting your- 
self Get up. You are not well. Go to your room. 
I shall manage my hair somehow. Go to your room 
and lie down." 

She gripped me fiercelier than before. "Before 
God, Miss Gertrude," she repeated. "Promise! Swear! 
Swear you won't drive him away." 

"Drive" was a more endurable word. Besides, her 
fear and anguish were so sipcere that my mere dignity 
shrivelled away like scorched paper in their blaze. For 
a second or two it was impossible to be mistress and 
maid. We were two women. 

"Susan," I said very kindly, "if I must swear any- 
thing I will swear this. Like you, I am fatherless and 
motherless. And I swear that I will do my whole duty 
by you. If I honestly fear that there is misery lurking 
for you in this offer of marriage, I'll work and fight 
against it even if you kneel here weeping and praying 
all day for a year. But if I can honestly bdfeN^ \ika,\. 
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it is for your happiness, there's nothing in reason that I 
won't do to bring it to pass. Now go to your room." 

She has gone. 

I must take care not to be dragged into any more 
ridiculous positions. If Susan were a novelette-reader, 
it would be a different thing. No doubt a weekly orgy 
of sentiment by proxy is generally effective in making 
the average young woman immune. But Susan is still 
a child of nature; and if this letter-writing suitor is a 
scoundrel (as I expect he is), the poor child has some 
bad hours ahead. 1 wish most heartily it hadn't hap- 
pened! And to think that by this time to-morrow I 
was to have been settled down cosily at Samte Veronique ! 

Two o'clock. 

How lovely lunching alone once again! Somehow 
a visitor always begins to send my spirits down and 
down and down after the first two or three da5rs. When 
I saw her off yesterday I felt I coulAn't have stood even 
Alice much longer. How different we are! If Alice 
knew that I wasn't going to France till Monday, she 
would worry about my loneliness just as she would 
worry over my neuralgia or my influenza. I expect that 
at this very moment she is writing a long letter to Sainte 
Veronique on the old text — begging me to go into a 
smaller house, and to look out for a companion, or to 
spend the winter with them. And I would make a 
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large bet that she'll redeliver her solemn warning about 
my solitariness making' me morbid. Yet there may be 
a little in iU Who knows? If Susan doesn't stay, I 
may be awfully glad to go to Alice's for a month or two 
after all. 

Now for Susan and her precious letter. 

After dinner, 

Alice is right. Solitude is a mistake. If I hadn't 
the diary-habit, I should explode like a shell into little 
bits. 

Still, for Susan's sake and her incredible adorer's, 
it's a good thing there's no one here, not even Alice. If 
there was anybody at hand to listen, I don't see how I 
could contrive to hold my tongue. As it is, it only 
reHeves me a very little to scribble it all down in this 
book. 

No wonder Susan under-toasted the toast and over- 
brewed the tea! I don't wonder any longer even at her 
heroics and melodramatics while she was doing my hair. 

When she brought me her letter, addressed in a 
strong and distinguished hand to Miss Susan Briggs, 
The Grange, Traxelby, I saw at a glance that we hadn't 
to deal with a village bumpkin. Indeed, when I took 
the sheet of thick, good paper from the envelope and 
saw that it was embossed with the Yveadm^ ^^"Sc^^ftjftiffN^- 
ton Towers/' I wasn't surprised. 1 coxidudi*^^ vosXasi^^ 
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that Susan's pursuer was one of the three young artists 
of whom I've heard till I'm tired to death of them — the 
artists Lord Ruddington is said to have found starving 
in a Chelsea studio. I forget whether they've come 
down here to paint the hall or the chapel. 

"Susan," I said, meaning to let her down gently, 
"I hope it isn't one of those young artists from London? 
An artist is interesting; but he's too impulsive, too vain, 
too unreliable. I hope " 

"Oh no, miss," said Susan hurriedly. "It isn't any 
of the young gentlemen that's doing the painting and 
decorating." 

"Whoever he is," I answered, "he makes himself at 
home with Lord Ruddington's best stationery. Let me 
see." 

I turned over the sheet and looked for the signature. 
Halfway down the third page I found it. The writer 
had signed himself with the single word "Ruddington." 

"Susan," I demanded almost roughly, "why didn't 
you tell me about this at once?" 

"If you please, miss " 

"There's no if you please about it. Why, this 
creature, whoever he may be, is pretending to be Lord 
Ruddington." 

Susan burst out crying, suddenly and copiously. 

''O Miss Gertrude," she sobbed*, "1 — ^I ivwer thought 
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it was pretending. I never dreamed anyone could be 
so cruel. I thought it was real." 

As I had begun to read the letter, I didn't take 
much notice. But Susan sobbed and talked on. 

"O miss," she moaned, "to think I was nearly going 
to post the answer! I should never have been able to 
look the parish in the face again." 

"Keep quiet, Susan," I said irritably. "Let me read 
it through." 

And while Susan cried to herself softly, I read it 
straight through; turned back again and again to 
sentences here and there; and at last read it from be- 
ginning to end once more. This is what I read: — 

RUDDINGTON TOWKRS, 
September 4, 1906. 

/ discard the ordinary forms of beginning because this 
is an extraordinary letter. 

Since I came to Ruddington last Wednesday, I have 
seen you three times. For the second and for the third 
times, I am thankful; but the first sufficed to open my 
eyes to the truth. There is not now, and cannot ever be 
anywhere, any woman in the world save you whom I 
shall seek for a wife. 

Although I did not need to ponder this step for more 
than a moment on my own account, I haye considered it 
long and well on yours. I recqgnist the many and great 
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difficulties in the way; hut not one of them is insuf^ 
mountable. 

The person from whom I have learned your name 
and address has not the faintest notion of what is in 
my mind. 

If your answer must be that I am too late, or that 
you feel you could not establish my happiness without 
losing your own, no third party need ever know that 
this has passed between us. But if your affection is 
still yours to give, then I shall beg for the earliest pos- 
sibility of trying to convince you that, in bestowing it 
upon me, you would at least not be throwing it away 
on someone fickle or ungrateful, or wilfully unworthy. 

Until you give me leave, I must not say more, 

RUDDINGTON, 

When I finally laid the letter down, I became aware 
of the abundance of Susan's tears and the heartiness of 
her sobs. A plan occurred to me. I got up and gave 
Susan a key. 

"Don't be silly, Susan," I said. "See. Take this 
key. Go to the library. Unlock the deep drawer in 
the cabinet by the window. Bring me that violet 
leather scrap-book with all the letters and cuttings about 
Lady Traxelby's funeral." 

Susan dried her eyes and went. 

WhiJe she was away, I tried to think. Of course 
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the letter would prove to be a forgery. But, fortunately, 
there was a quick way of making assurance sure. The 
week after Grandmother died. Lord Ruddington, who 
had only just come of age, wrote his condolences to 
Alice from Oxford. He knew Grandmamma rather 
well as a boy, and he had met Alice once in town. I 
felt sure we had kept the letter. What I meant to do 
was, first, to make poor Susan look at the real Lord 
Ruddington's handwriting with her own eyes; and, 
second, to tease or soothe her into a good humour till 
ihe could laugh at the practical joke. At the same 
time I made up my mind that if I could identify the 
joker, who was clearly a person of sufficient education 
to know better, he -should smart for his insolence and 
cruelty. 

Susan came back hugging the great violet book. I 
opened it in my lap and turned the leaves, hating the 
practical joker more bitterly than ever for reviving these 
sad and sacred memories in a connection so con- 
temptible. Susan watched me eagerly. She had 
divined that I was searching for something that bore 
upon her rosy hopes and ashen disappointment At 
last I found it There was the heading, "Christ 
Church." 

My heart almost stood still The bold, stylish, in- 
teresting handwriting was unxmstakato\t, Tcvfc \^^ 
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Lord Ruddington and Susan's were one and the same 
man. 

It was Susan who broke the silence. 

"O miss," she murmured in awestruck tones, "I be- 
lieve it's real after all!" 

"Yes, Susan," I answered slowly; "it is real. I'm 
sorry, truly sorry, that I hurt you by my doubts. But 
it is so very extraordinary. And it's so very serious 
and important. Surely it was best to suspect it till we 
were certain." 

"Oh yes, miss," protested Susan gratefully. And 
when I did not speak, she glanced coyly towards a 
second loaded envelope which had been lying on the 
table beside Lord Ruddington's. 

"What!" I said. "Surely there isn't another letter, 
is there?" 

"No, miss. It's only mine — the letter I nearly 
posted in answer." 

"Show it to me — that is, of course, if you want me 
to see it." 

Susan pulled out a folded sheet, opened it, and laid 
It on my knee. 

The first thing about the document that struck me 

was the fact that it represented a prodigal consumption 

of ink. In the ordinary course, Susan doesn't write 

very badly. But, in answering Lord Ruddington, she 

bad formed the characters slowly and hugely and 
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singly, as a child does at school. In two places it was 
evident that sandpaper or a penknife had removed 
blots. Altogether it was the sort of handwriting in 
which one might have expected the milkman to declare 
to the kitchen-maid, 

"The rose is red, the violet's blue, 
Honey is sweet, and so are you." 

Susan's answer ran:-T- 

Care of the Honourable Miss Langley, 

The Grange, 

Traxelby, September 6, 1906. 

Sir, — // was with the most various and lively emo' 
tions that I perused your Letter to which I am now en- 
deavouring, though imperfectly, to reply. 

I will have you know. Sir, that the first sentiment 
provoked in my bosom by your Epistle was one of 
Humiliation and Chagrin, "Better die,'* I cried, "a 
thousand deaths, than have lived to forget that Modesty 
which is the ornament of my Sex!" But I protest that 
after diligently examining my Conscience and ransacking 
my Memory, I cannot recall a single occasion in our 
casual intercourse when I have so far fallen from my duty 
as to offer you encouragement or to invite your present 
Advances. 

Nevertheless, Sir, I am not blind to my woman's 
frailty; andj af fke risk of forfeiting your Esteem, I iwUl 
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iO'day indulge a boldness which I have never practised 
in the past, and will confess {shameless that I am /) that 
your conversation and person have not been distasteful to 
me, I perceive that my weakness has discovered to you 
the secret which I fondly hoped to conceal; and that J 
have succeeded but ill in my attempts to dissemble my 
Partiality from eyes and an Understanding, alas! too 
well accustomed to the sensibility of the female Heart, 

You entreat me to despatch my answer by the hand 
of your courier, or, at the latest, by to-morrow's coach; 
and you affirm. Sir, that in the meantime you are con- 
sumed by the ardours of Impatience, and that you will 
partake neither refreshment nor rest. Far be it from me 
t6 prolong Sufferings which do me so much Honour, 
especially when they are endured by one for whom I 
have Regard and Esteem, But, Sir, I will have you 
bear with me while I remind you that this is a Busi- 
ness too weighty for haste; and thai your present pro- 
testations of undying Fidelity and Adoration will be 
dearly purchased if I must endure in the future the bitter 
frosts of Indifference or the icy blasts of Reproach and 
ScotTi, 

I beseech you. Sir, to temper Passion with Patience, 
and not to increase by your Importunity the insupportable 
Distraction of happy, thrice unhappy 

Susan, 
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"Goodness gracious, Susan!" I said, after I had got 
to the end of this amazing document; "in the name of 
everything, what on earth is all this?" 

"It is my answer to his Lordship, miss," Susan an- 
swered penitently, 

"But, Susan, I don't understand. What is this 
about a courier and to-morrow's coach? And what do 
you mean by sa)dng that his person and conversation 
are not distasteful to you? Didn^t you assure me this 
morning that you'd never even seen him? Yet here 
you are writing to him about 'occasions in your casual 
intercourse.' Susan, I don't like to say it, but I'm very 
much afraid that- -" 

I pulled myself up. What I had been on the point 
of saying was that Susan had grossly deceived me, 
and that her case confirmed all I had ever heard as to 
the deepness of still waters and the duplicity that in- 
variably underHes an appearance of baby innocence. 
But I rqnembered just in time that, with all the 
duplicity in the world to help her, the letter she had 
shown me would still be beyond Susan's powers. So 
I screwed a new tail to my unfinished speech and 
said: 

"I'm afraid this won't do." 

""I thought it didn't seem quite right, miss," said 
Susan meekly. "More especially the piece about the 
coach. That was why I didn't post \\." 
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"Susan, don't prevaricate," I said sternly. "It isn't 
like you, and I won't put up with it. If I am to have 
any more to do with this affair, you must really begin 
to treat me with perfect candour. Why did you tell 
me you had never seen Lord Ruddington?" 

"If you please, miss, I never have seen him." 

"Never?" 

"Not that I know of. I've seen " 

Susan paused and blushed. 

"Go on, go on," I said impatiently. "You have seen 
— whom?" 

"Please, miss, there was a young gentleman in a 
dark green suit when we were at the post-office on 
Saturday. He stared at me as we went in; and when 
we came out he followed us as far as the Golden Eagle, 
looking at me all the time." 

"It was very wrong of you to encourage him, Susan. 
But how do you know it was Lord Ruddington?" 

"I don't, miss. Maybe it's only my fancy." 

"Susan, look here. Look at your own letter. Good- 
ness knows where you got all this grand old-fashioned 
language from. It's the sort of language they used 
when Lord Ruddington's great-grandmother wasn't a 
day older than you are now. But that isn't my point. 
What I want to know is why you write to Lord Rud- 
dington in this letter about 'occasions' when you have 
met?'' 
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"I know it sounds wrong, miss," replied Susan, 
more humbly than ever. "But that was just the way it 
was in the book. Those were the very words." 

"The book?" I echoed, bewildered. 

"Yes, miss. I copied it out of the old book that's 
been lying in the lumber-room ever since I came to 
Traxelby. Perhaps you haven't seen it, miss?" 

Light was breaking over me, but I couldn't make 
out the full truth till Susan went on: 

"The back is torn off, miss. It has a picture of a 
young lady in a short-waisted muslin frock looking very 
sad and writing at a table. There's a wicked little boy 
in the comer of the room, with nothing on but wings 
and a bow and arrow, just going to shoot the young 
lady. The book's called The Complete Letter-Writer/* 

It took all my self-control and all my solicitude for 
poor worried Susan to restrain me from laughing loud 
and long. But, after the first shock of comicality, I 
was soon steadied again by the hard facts which still 
rose up before me. At another time this clearing up 
of the mystery of Susan's Late Georgian grammar and 
Johnsonian vocabulary would have been droll past re- 
sistance. But Lord Ruddington's letter was lying on 
the table. 

Happily the beckoning hands of Fortune had not 
spoiled Susan yet The prospect of wealth and rank 
had confused- her brains, but it had ivo\. dAxA'^^V<t\\ssr 
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most, sound self or altered her sterling principles or 
shaken her out of her well-worn ways. The mistress- 
elect of Ruddington Towers and my social superior of 
the near future still addressed me with the simple, 
respectful openness for which I have always liked her so 
well After I had sat I don't know how long, silently 
trying to work out a solution, she said for the third 
time: 

"I knew it didn't sound right, miss. I will tear it 
up and bum it. And perhaps . . . when you're not 
too busy . . - perhaps, Miss (Gertrude, you would tell 
me what I ought to say." 

"Of course, Susan, of course," I answered. "I've 
promised you akeady. But it isn't easy." 

Susan accepted the situation, and stood patiently 
awaiting the end of my meditations. 

"Sit down, Susan," I said at last 

She sat down. 

"I am obliged to ask you a few plain questions.^ 

"Yes, miss." 

"If it turns out that he is really in earnest, do yo 
wish to marry Lord Ruddington?" 

"Oh yes, miss, please!" 

"You don't understand. In his letter he asks if t 
are free — if your affection is still yours to give. N 
is there anybody else that you're promised to alreac 

"Oh no, miss!" 
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"Not Gibson?" 

Susan looked troubled. When she answered, it was 
falteringly, and without her usual openness. 

"No, miss." And she added uneasily, "I have 
never promised to be engaged to Gibson." 

"But does Gibson expect that some day you will?" 

"He oughtn't to, miss," rejoined Susan, making 
shockingly quick progress in cunning. 

"I mean, has Gibson talked to you in that way? 
And have you listened? Come, Susan, don't be silly. 
I am forced to ask these things. Pve never seen Lord 
Ruddington, but from all I've heard of him he isn't the 
sort that would want to make himself happy by making 
another man miserable for life — not even if the other 
man is only Gibson. Lord Ruddington's letter is strange. 
For instance, it's rather stiff and dry, and like the letter 
of a much older man. But it rings true; it rings honour- 
able. You must be honourable too. Otherwise the 
whole business will end in misery for everybody. Come, 
Susan. I don't want to preach a sermon, but you 
know as well as I do that if you and Gibson truly care 
for one another you will be a happier and better woman 
in a four-roomed cottage with Gibson than with Lord 
Ruddington at the Towers. Tell me how things stand." 

After a struggle Susan blurted out: 

"Yes, miss, Gibson has asked me." 

"Whefl?" 

Susaf$, \ 
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"Well, miss, the last time was last week.*' 

"You didn't accept him. I've gathered that already. 
But did you give him a plain refusal?" 

"Well, miss " 

"Answer Yes or No, Susan, straight out. Have you 
let Gibson think that, if he gets on, some day you will 
marry him?" 

Susan's eyes filled with tears. Her cheeks burned 
red. 

"Come, Susan, tell me." 

She broke into weeping. 

"Oh no, miss, nol" she moaned between her sobs. 
"Not Gibson. Truly, miss. I've never said a single 
word to encourage Gibson." 

"Very good," I said. "But don't go on like that 
There's nothing to cry about If you can't be sensible, 
we must talk about it some other time." 

I confess that, for a minute or two, I had indulged 
a hope that Gibson would prove to be Susan's favoured 
lover, and that, accordingly, Lord Ruddington's monstrous 
infatuation could be nipped in the bud. And when my 
hope was foimd to be groundless I felt more than a 
little nettled. I foresee endless annoyance and inestim- 
able losses of time and temper over this unheard-of 
madness of my preposterous young neighbour. We've 
been told for years that we shall see wonders when Lord 
Huddington comes to live at the Towers; and, seeing 
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he's only been her6 a week, t must admit he hasn't 
lost much time. 

When Susan stopped crying she was less tractable. 
I suppose she resented my catechising her about Gibson. 
After all, I shouldn't have liked it myself. As soon as 
she was dry-eyed, she became a little more dry-hearted, 
and a good deal more dry-witted as well. She was more 
defiant, less dependent: much more the prospective lady 
of the Towers and much less the actual lady's-maid at 
the Grange. I noticed this in her answer to my first 
remark after her tears had ceased to flow. 

"Susan," I said, "this is a matter which won't be 
any the worse of a night's delay. I will sleep on it, 
and so must you. Understand, I say sleep. I don't 
mean that you're to lie awake and let it worry you. 
We shall write Lord Ruddington a better answer to- 
morrow than we can to-day. Meanwhile, it won't do 
him any harm to be kept waiting a few hours longer." 

"No," said Susan, "it won't I've always heard it 
said that it does them no good to throw yourself at 
their heads." 

For once she did not call me "Miss," and both the 
matter and the manner of her speech jarred on me. 
From Susan it sounded hard and vulgar. It was as if 
my rare and sweet Susan had suddenly descended to 
live a moment of her life two or three planes lower down. 

I sent her off with some messagt?» abouV ^vasvet^ ^^xA 
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with enough plain work to occupy her for the rest of 
the day. And, now that I have put the whole thing 
down in black and white, I begin to understand how 
cordially I dislike it. 

Friday, September 7, 5 a.nu 

Such a wretched night! I hope Lord Ruddington 
has had a still worse one. He deserves it, and I don't 
Besides, he has something to gain (or thinks he has), 
while I only have something to lose. Even if he rushes 
out of his infatuation as precipitately as he rushed into 
it, Susan can never be the same nice girl again. 

I have thought about it all the many hours of this 
blessed night that I have been awake; and I have 
dreamt about it all the few nightmarish minutes I have 
been asleep — twisty, scary, jumpy dreams that I can't 
half remember. 

Heaven knows I was vexed enough when Alice 
would persist in teasing me last Simday about Lord 
Ruddington. What would Alice not have said if she 
had known that he was hardly three miles away at the 
very time she was plaguing me? On Wednesday, at 
the station, her last words were, "Gertie, don't be a 
fool." From Alice's point of view, Gertie will be a fool 
if Gertie doesn't so play her cards as to become Lady 
Ruddington. 
, I did so hate it. If I am happy, why can't people 
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leave me alone? Alice will be dreadfully indignant if 
ever she finds out that I knew Lord Ruddington was 
coming at once to the Towers. But if I had told her, 
she would only have fought against me going oflf to 
Sainte V^ronique. Yet, why in the world should I be 
going to a place like Sainte V^ronique at the fag-end 
of the season? Fm going simply and solely because I 
was determined not to give the tiniest scrap of op- 
portunity to the gossips and matchmakers who would 
have been so ready to connect the young spinster of 
Traxelby Grange with the young bachelor of Rudding- 
ton Towers. 

But Fm wandering away from my own point. I 
say; AHce's chaff and hints and coaxings were bad 
enough; but this farce of Susan's is a million times 
worse. I admit Fm weak enough to care what people 
say and think; and what sort of a position will it be 
when all the world knows that his noble lordship of 
Ruddington is come to the Grange a-wooing not me but 
my maid? It's perfectly hateful. 

Noon. 

Susan is herself again. I don't mean that she isn't 
still burdened with the worries and anxieties of her 
amazing good luck. Indeed, she confesses that she has 
had a wakeful night But in her work and her be- 
haviour she's once more as good as go\d. 
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After all, it was lean and ungenerous of me yester- 
day to be jarred by her one low-class remark. We are 
none of us at our best every single minute of our lives. 

When I'd written in this diary, with my teeth chat- 
tering, at five o'clock this morning, I crawled back into 
bed in a very sour temper; and if Susan had come in 
sulky with a second lot of weak toast and strong tea, 
it would have finished me off. As it was, I lay trying 
to get warm, and wondering whether it mightn't be 
better to leave Susan and Ruddington to patch up their 
ridiculous match in their own unthinkable way. 

At a quarter to seven Susan brought me three per- 
fect square inches of toast, and a perfect tablespoonful 
of China tea in that sweet little thin birds'-egg-coloured 
porcelain cup which I thought was broken. She saw at 
once that I hadn't slept; and, in her quiet, untoadying, 
genuine old way, she was ever so much concerned. But 
I didn't let her begin talking. 

I must do my duty by Susan. 

Haven't I often felt inwardly virtuous on the strength 
of my compassion (more sentimental than practical !) for 
Susan's motherlessness? How do I know that the poor 
good creature has not consciously pitied me on the same 
account? It isn't too much to say that Susan has been 
almost a mother to me over and over again. Surely, 
then, it is my duty to be a mother to her in this big, 
sudden strain on her simple wits. 
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Rumour says that Ruddington is all right But 
Rumour sometimes has a lying tongue even when she 
speaks in a man's praise. I have no guarantee what- 
ever that Lord Ruddington intends to treat Susan 
honourably. If he doesn't, I know I shall be a poor 
defender of Susan, and that I can't hope to be his 
match in worlcUy knowledge and cunning. But I don't 
mean to fail for want of doing my best. 

This is the reply I have drafted: — 



The Grange, 
Traxelby, Friday. 

Your letter of Tuesday was not one to he answered, 
or even acknowledged, in a hurry. 

Indeed, it is only after hesitation that I decide to 
answer it at all. How do I know that this unaccountable 
flame of passion has not died down as quickly as it 
sprang up? 

But there is a reason why, if I am to reply at all, 
I ought to do so to-day. To-morrow we are going to 
France, We shall he away a month. 

You ask me if I am free to bestow my affection 
where I will. The answer is — Yes, 

Deeply disturbed though I am by your surprising 
letter, I will not make a difficult situation more difficult 
still by anything like coyness. In /air^esrto botK of us. 
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/ will speak as plainly and shortly and practically as 
J can. 

There is only one direct question in your letter, and 
I have answered it above. But there is an indirect 
question also. You want to know if the affection which 
I have not given elsewhere can be given to Lord Rud* 
dington. The answer is — / do not know. 

You have seen me, but I have not seen you. Again, 
if I consent, you will remain in your old rank and 
station, while I must make a great and exacting and 
perilous change. Above all, you declare that you have 
the fullest possible inward light on this matter, whereas 
I have nothing of the kind. Thus you have a threefold 
advantage over me, 

Reading your letter as an offer of marriage, the most 
t can say to-day is that, for the present, I do not re^ 
fuse it. 

Will you write to me once a week {not more) while 
I am at Sainte V/ronique? Our address will be at the 
HStel du Dauphin, 

Meanwhile, I beg most earnestly that you will not 
try to see me before we leave to-morrow. This journey 
to France is surely providential, and we must not throw 
its advantages away. 

I am going to be very frank indeed. To a poor girl, 
with her living to earn, your offer is so tempting and 
wan^^Jhus that, if you pressed it immediately and in 
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person^ I fear I might be swept off my feet into ac' 
ceptance long be/ore I could be sure that love will exist 
on both sides. For your own sake, if not for mine, do 
not put me to such proof What would my consent be 
worth if you won it solely through the powers of your 
wealth and birth to dazzle my eyes and confuse my 
brain ? 

My month abroad will serve two ends. By corre- 
spondence we shall know one another better; and our 
first meeting will thereby be made less embarrassing and 
formidable — especially to me. Again {and you must for- 
give me for saying it), time and absence may reveal to 
you more of your own heart and mind. Perhaps you 
will repent most bitterly of your letter which I am now 
answering, and, if so, it will surely be better to admit 
that you have been the victim of a passing madness 
rather than to fasten lifelong unhappiness upon us both, 

Susan Briggs. 

I can hardly say I am proud of this production. 
Quite the contrary. Both in matter and style, it's 
altogether too un-Susanish. Indeed, now that I've tried 
and failed, I'm beginning to have more respect for the 
efiiision of the young lady in the short-waisted muslin 
frock. Perhaps if I'd taken out the bits about the 
coach and the casual intercourse her letter would have 
been better than mine. 
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Heaven knows what Susan will make of it! Pm 
positively nervy every time I hear her on the stairs. 

All the same, I've said the best thing to Lord Rud- 
dington, even if I've said it in the worst way. Going 
to Sainte V^ronique bright and early to-morrow morning 
is quite a good scheme. If the noble lord comes hot- 
foot after us, I can certainly manage him better at 
Sainte V^ronique than here at the Grange. Besides, 
Pm half persuaded that the poor boy's paroxysm won't 
last long. If needs be, we'll go to Alice's when we come 
back to England. 

I think we'll travel by Dieppe. It means more train- 
journey on the other side, but he's less likely to track 
us and bother us that way. Of course, if he did any- 
thing of the kind, it would be abominable. But one 
never knows where a madman will draw the line. 



Before Dinner, 

Susan isn't happy. 

I can see she doesn't like my draft. But she's 
docile, and she's going to use it. 

I made the poor thing sit beside me at my ^desk 
while we went through it together. At the end she 
said: 

"Thank you, miss. But I hate to think I've caused 
so much trovitiit,^^ 
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"That's nothing, Susan/' I said, "Just tell me 
plainly if you think it'll do." 

"It's beautiful, miss," said Susan. "Only . . ." 

"Only what?" 

"Well, miss, very likely I'm wrong. But it seems to 
leave him a way of backing out again." 

I was prepared for this. So I said, severely: 

"Susan, what do you mean?" 

"About going away," answered Susan doggedly. 
"About being a month in France, and not saying Good- 
bye, and only having him write once a week. It seems 
to give him a chance of changing his mind." 

"Very well, Susan. Shall we tear this up? How 
ydll it be to write and tell Lord Ruddington that you 
will be disengaged to-morrow morning at eleven o'clock?" 

"Oh no, miss, please no!" gasped Susan, turning 
pale. "I couldn't, really I couldn't. I could never face 
him." 

"Why not?" 

Tears came into Susan's eyes. 

"I should be as dumb as a fish, miss. I should 
just sit and sit and never be able to say a word — and 
then he'd. think I was stupid and he'd go away." 

"So I think myself," I said. "That's why this letter 
is sensible. After he's written to you two or three 
times, you'll feel less strange and more able to meet 
him." 
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"Yes, miss. But it's such a long way ahd such a 
long time. He might change his mind.*' 

"Susan," I began, with all the grown-up, worldly- 
wise solemnity I could muster, "Hsten to me. If he's 
going to change his mind as easy as that, won't you be 
better without him?" 

Susan looked dubious. "I don't think I would go 
as far as that, miss," she said candidly. 

Evidently it was necessary to rub the truth well in. 

"Susan," I said, "I admit that lords don't marry 
lady's-maids every day. This case is unusual. But it 
isn't the first Before we were bom, dukes have mar- 
ried dairy-maids and earls have married their cooks. 
A few of them have been happy all their lives long. 
Most of them have been miserable before the end of the 
honeymoon." 

Susan began to pout I piled it on thicker. 

"I won't mention names," I said. "But I know a 
case myself. The son of a duke took a fancy to a 
poor governess, and married her for her looks. He was 
infatuated with her at first sight, he followed her every- 
where, he wouldn't take her refusal, he quarrelled with 
his father for her sake: and at last he got her. What 
happened? Although she was as well educated as he 
was, he tired of her in a year." 

"But I suppose, miss, she has all she wants?" said 
Susan, pouting harder than ever. 
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"She has all she wants," I replied scornfully, "in the 
way of house and clothes and food. But, Susan, think. 
What if she wants him?" 

Susan was silent. I drove it home. 

"What if she wants him? And what if she hardly 
ever sees him? Susan, I don't care to talk to you about 
such things; but this affair of Lord Ruddington is too 
serious for mincing words. The reason why the woman 
Pm telling you about never sees her husband is that 
he's the slave of another woman — a woman neither so 
pretty nor so clever nor so good-tempered nor even so 
well-bom as his poor wife. Susan, would you like a 
life like that, even if you could live it in silks and old 
laces amidst all the luxury of Ruddington Towers?" 

Susan was blushing hotly, as I had intended and 
hoped she would. 

"Oh no, miss," she said eagerly, all her honest 
blood and good training coming to the rescue. "But I 
don't think Lord Ruddington would do those sort of 
things." 

"You think. But you don't know. Susan, I'm going 
to put you an old-fashioned question. Do you think it 
would be right to marry a man-^never mind whether 
it's Lord Ruddington, or Gibson, or any other man — if 
you didn't love him?" 

I was trying my ^^oor^ honest Susan loo seaidixi^'^ . 
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Tears shone again in her blue eyes. Her colour came 
and went She turned away her head. 

"Never mind, Susan," I said, very much more 
kindly. "I can guess your answer. And I can read 
your mind. You don't love Lord Ruddington. It isn't 
possible you should, at present But you think it will 
be so lovely to be Lady Ruddington that you mean to 
make yourself love him whatever happens." 

"Yes. That's it, miss," sobbed Susan. "I don't 
deserve that you should be so kind to me, miss." 

"The danger is, Susan, that we can't depend on 
Love coming whenever we beckon to it. Perhaps Lord 
Ruddington is cold and unlovable. Perhaps he's too 
passionate to be affectionate. Unless you can love him 
in return, his love will only torture you. Susan, make 
quite sure of your ground. You are not like other 
girls. A mistake of this kind would first sour you and 
then kill you. Think of it all in this Hght, and yoii 
will understand my answer to Lord Ruddington better.'- 

"I do, miss," said Susan urgently. "I understand 
it quite well now. And I know it's best. Please, Miss 
Gertrude, if you'll show me how to address it I'll send 
it to-night" 

I took up an envelope and addressed it to Lord 
Ruddington. 

*^You know best, miss," said Susan, glancing at the 
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draft once more. "But . . . but oughtn't a girl like me 
to say 'your lordship?' Besides " 

She checked herself. It was a new thing for Susan 
to question my judgment on any point, however small. 

"Besides what?" I asked. 

"Well, miss, it seems to look strange beginning the 
letter without anything to start off, like." 

"Lord Ruddington set us the example," I explained. 
"I thought it was rather clever and deHcate of him. 
He couldn't write in the third person, could he? And 
he couldn't very well call you 'Madam,' or 'Dear Miss 
Briggs,' or 'Dear Susan.' No. It's far better for both 
the letters to be as they are." 

"Thank you, iniss," said Susan, as humbly and 
teachably as she had ever spoken in her life. 

She has gone to her own room. I do hope she 
won't write it out in that frightful, blotty schoolgirl 
hand. I ought to have told her to write more quickly 
and freely, and less as if she's doing it with a paint-brush. 
Still, I'm deeply thankful we're getting on so nicely. 

To-morrow, the glorious sea, and the cider, and dear 
old Sainte V^ronique! 

9.30 p,in. 

More worry and tangle. I feel all bruised and 
weak, as if I'd been bettered about in the suif ou ^. 
stony beach. 
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While I was walking in the garden after dinner, 
Gibson came across from the stables and began hang- 
ing about. I had a presentiment as to what he wanted, 
and I nearly bolted back into the house. Susan had 
been quite enough for one day. But, although it was 
dusk, I could see his trouble sitting, so to speak, on 
Gibson's shoulders. There was nothing for it but to 
face it out 

"Good evening, Gibson," I said. "Do you want to 
speak to me?" 

"I do, ma'am," Gibson answered. His manner was 
perfectly respectful, but his tone was almost imperative. 

"What is the matter?" 

"You told me, ma'am, I could have a holiday, be- 
ginning Monday. Hughes is well able now to look after 
the horses. If I couldn't trust him, I wouldn't go." 

"But, Gibson, we talked over all this on Tuesday, 
and it was settled you should go. Why do you want 
me to discuss it again?" 

Gibson looked awkward; shifted his cap from one 
hand to the other; shifted it back again. Suddenly he 
demanded bluntly: 

"Will you mind, ma'am, if I go to France?" 

"To France?" I said, bewildered. "Why France?" 

Gibson floimdered through an unconvincing explana- 
tion. He affected to have doubts as to the Future of 
the Horse, He declared that, Mii\i\ \^ld^> be had climg 
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to a belief that "these here motor-cars would die out, 
same as the bicycles did;" but, tardily and bitterly, he 
has changed his mind. It seems the Horse will not 
become extinct There will always be a few horses in 
the coimtry, just as there will always be a few bows 
and arrows. But the number of horse-owners in the 
near future as compared with the horse-owners of the 
near past is to be in pretty much the same proportion 
as the archery-dub amateurs of to-day in comparison 
with the English bowmen at Cr^cy and Agincourt 
Gibson didn't put it exactly in this way, but his point 
is that the Horse, as the Psalmist says, is a vain thing 
for safety when a young man is looking well ahead for 
his bread-and-butter. Gibson wants to stay at Traxelby 
as long as I will keep him: but, "begging pardon, 
ma'am, with a single lady one never knows," and there- 
fore he thinks it is high time he should put himself in 
the way of qualifying as a chauffeur. Hence France. 

"You do right to improve yourself, Gibson," I said. 
"But why France? Nowadays you can learn to be a 
chauffeur far better in England." 

His face darkened. 

"Asking pardon, ma'am," he said obstinately, "I 
have a fancy for learning in France." 

"Very well," I said. "It's your hoHday, and you 
can spend it wherever you like. If you can manage the 
language, go to France by all means." 

Susaft, \ 
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"Then you haven't any objection, ma'am?" 

"Why should I?" 

Gibson hesitated. Then he stanunered: 

"I was afraid, ma'am, that . . . that me goin' to 
France the same time as you, ma'am, wouldn't be . . . 
I mean, it would look like taking a liberty." 

I perceived that Gibson, like many others of his 
class, conceives France as a territory about the size of 
the Isle of Wight, with Paris in the middle. 

"But France is a very big country, Gibson," I said. 
"Far larger than England. Even if I did object to you, 
we shouldn't be likely to meet You couldn't learn to 
be a chauffeur at Saint Veronique. It's the last place 
in the world. That's why I go there." 

Gibson looked at me narrowly. 

"I thank you, ma'am," he said curtly and proudly. 
And he made room for me to pass. 

In his own fashion, Gibson is as good and as lik- 
able as Susan. Never till this week has either of them 
caused me the slightest anxiety. I saw in a flash 
how matters stood; and I felt in my heart that Gibson 
deserved the more sympathy of the two. He was 
deeper-natured than Susan: prouder, and capable of a 
grand passion which my sweeter and shallower Susan 
could neither receive nor return. His clean-shaven face 
was almost as handsome as Susan's was pretty; and if 
he had enjoyed Susan's advantages instead of being 
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brought up among grooms and stable-boys, he might 
have been as refined. Rather rashly, I let myself go 
and said: 

"No, Gibson, Tm not going in yet. You have not 
told me what it is that is really troubling you. There 
is something on your mind." 

He stood stock-still at the path-side and vouch- 
safed no answer for a long time. At last he said ab- 
ruptly: 

"Then you won't prevent me, ma'am, coming to 
France?" 

"How could I stop you? France is a firee coimtry. 
I couldn't make the French army shoot you, or the 
French police lock you up. But I'd better say plainly, 
Gibson, that I object to you coming to Sainte V^ronique 
unless I send for you." 

The colour mounted to Gibson's cheeks. He drew 
himself up and seemed to take some sudden decision. 
He was about to speak, when the clatter of buckets at 
the pump, where Hughes was gone for water, drew his 
gaze to the beloved stables. I followed his eyes as 
they ranged over the red roofs which had sheltered him 
at work and at play, at bed and at board, both in 
Grandma's time and mine, ever since he came to 
Traxelby as a half-fed boy of fourteen. He heard Nero's 
neighing and Boxer's answering bark; and I could see 
that he suffered. But these dear old s\gYi\& ^.tA^\\£l^^ 
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did not soften his face for long. He pulled himself to- 
gether again, and b^an decisively: 

"Then, if you please, ma'am, with all respect " 

"No, Gibson," I said, like lightning; "don't finish. 
Let me finish for you. You were going to say that you 
give me notice, that you will leave this old place, that 
you'll give up everything, just to be a free man. No. 
Don't interrupt Above all, do have just a little bit of 
commonsense. For instance, instead of giving up 
Traxelby simply so that you can come to Sainte 
V^ronique, how would it be if you told me like a sensible 
man what you want to come to Sainte V^ronique for?" 

He struggled hard with his pride. I helped him out 

"Surely you can trust me, Gibson?" 

"I don't say I can't, ma'am." 

"Very well, Gibson," I answered shortly. "I've 
done my best Good night" 

"No!" cried Gibson, springing across my path. 
"Miss Gertrude, I ask your pardon. It would break 
my heart to leave this place. But . . . good God, this 
is too hard for me to bear!" 

"Speak less loudly," I said. "Now, tell me. Is it 
about Susan?" 

He bent his head. 

"You mean," I said, "you've fallen in love with 
Susan." And then, although my spirit was quailing and 
CEiiling at the desperate sight of the poor lad's agony, I 
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actually forced myself to try and laugh him out of it, 
as if it had been no more than a mild attack of calf- 
love. 

"Really, Gibson," I said, as banteringly and gaily as 
I could, "Pm surprised at you. You're behaving as if 
Susan's going to Siberia for life instead of to France for 
a month. No doubt it's very painful and upsetting to 
be head over ears in love, though I confess I don't 
know much about it But surely, Gibson, you can 
manage to exist without seeing Susan for four little 
weeks? Be more of a man." 

"It's because Pm a man, ma'am," he rejoined firmly, 
"that my right place is at Sinn Veeronik. You talk of 
four little weeks, ma'am. When them four little weeks 
are over, shall I see the same Susan as went away?" 

His earnestness was so terrible that I could not 
maintain my hollow banter, and I was silent. 

"I put it plain, ma'am. When them four little weeks 
are over, shall I ever see Susan any more?" 

I couldn't answer. Worse still, I guessed that his 
next move would be to ask me how much I knew. So 
I dung fast to the one hope that buoys me up in all 
this outrageous business — the- hope that Time and 
Separation will restore Lord Ruddington to such senses 
as he may possess, and that Susan, like a ruffled dove, 
will home back to Gibson's faithful heart after all. 

"You can't answer, ma*am," he said aXmosX^'etc.^^* 
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"Of course I can't, you foolish fellow," I said, re- 
covering my wits and making a show of irritation. "I 
can't answer for Susan any more than I can for you. 
How do I know that, when we come back in four 
weeks' time, poor Susan won't find you consoling your- 
self with somebody else?" 

He brushed my trifling aside. 

"Then I'll tell you, ma'am, something you don't 
know," he almost hissed in my ear. "God knows who 
it is: but someone's turned Susan's head. She doesn't 
do no more than give me hints. It's driving me mad. 
She doesn't name the party: but it's somebody richer'n 
a lord." 

Gibson flung down his cap and lifted his right hand. 

"Hark ye. Miss Gertrude," he said harshly and 
chokily. "Hark ye while I swear. This is my Bible 
oath. If he touches a hair on Susan's head, saving 
what's honest, I'll break every bone in his body! Don't 
matter to me if it's the king himself. Whoever he is, 
I'll wring his neck, and swing for it gladly. If I don't, 
may I be struck dead!" 

"Silence, Gibson!" I said sternly. "Don't speak like 
this to me." 

"Then how shall I speak, ma'am? Answer me that. 
Me that's worshipped every inch of ground that Susan's 
trod on for years and years! Me that would go through 
£re and water and hell " 



TRAXELBY. 55 

"Gibson, listen. You think you've told me what I 
don't know. What if I knew it already?" 

He faced me, startled. 

"I say, what if I knew it already? I've never seen 
this man; but what if I can give you my word that 
Susan has only written to him once in her life? What 
if her only letter was to say that she does not love this 
man, and that she does not know she ever can or will, 
and that^ if she cannot, all the money in the world won't 
bribe her into marrying him? What if she has told 
him that she is glad she is going to France? What if 
she has forbidden him to try and see her till she comes 
back to England? What if she will see you again, 
Gibson, before she sees him? Most important of all, 
what if I tell you that I have made up my mind to 
look after Susan in this affair as if she were my own 
younger sister? What if I promise you that she shall 
not come to harm?" 

Gibson drank in my words with greedy ears and 
devoured me with searching eyes. 

"God bless you. Miss Gertrude, God bless you!" he 
faltered; "and God grant it may be true!" 

"So you think I would tell you lies, Gibson?" 

"No, ma'am, no. You're dealing with me fair. But 
how long will you be able to manage Susan if her head 
gets any more turned? And oh, Miss CJertrude ... I 
ask pardon — but this isn't no job for a -jovm^VaA:^ \^^ 
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yoUy as pure as an angel, that doesn't know this wicked 
world. Ma'am, if he's a scoundrel, he'll deceive Susan 
and he'll deceive you, ma'am, as easy as looking at you! 

ma'am, you don't understand! I can put up with 
losing Susan, though it'll kill me. I can put up with 
her being took away honest But — " 

He brought his lips to my ear and finished his 
sentence: 

" — if there's any devil's work, it'll be murder for 
him and hanging for me. Miss Gertrude, may I come 
to France?" 

I drew a step away. 

"No, Gibson," I answered, assuming a calmness and 
a mastery which I did not feel. "You can't come to 
France. There is no need. I am sorry for you — deeply 
sorry — and I respect you for some of the things you 
have said. But you are excited. You have been brood- 
ing. You've got morbid, exaggerated fears." 

He came towards me again. 

"Gibson, wait till I've finished. You stopped me 
saying something that ought to satisfy you. It is this. 
At Sainte Veronique, Susan will be under my eye all 
the time. If this man follows her, I shall know. And 

1 pledge you my word that, if he comes, I will write to 
you — no, I will telegraph — and then you can do whatever 
you please." 

"You pledge me your word, ma'am?" 
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"I said so." 

For at least five seconds he scrutinised my face. 
Then he stooped down low, as if he was going to kneel 
at my feet, and began hunting for the cap which he had 
thrown down among the nasturtiums. He was a long 
time finding it When he got up again, he said in clear, 
low, sad tones: 

"Miss Gertrude, I pray to God that I may live to 
do one-half as much for you as you have done this night 
for me." 

"Cheer up, Gibson," I said; "things are hardly ever 
as bad as they look. Enjoy your holiday all you can. 
Write down your address and give it me in the morn- 
ing. It's getting chilly. Good night." 

I hadn't moved twenty yards before he was at my 
heels once more. 

"I beg your pardon, ma'am," he said breathlessly, 
"but there's just one other thing." 

"Yes?" 

"I'm thinking, ma'am, perhaps you won't name it to 
Susan that I've spoke like this to-night?" 

"You may be easy in mind, Gibson, I'm not likely 
to say a word about it And be careful that you never 
name it to her yourself that we've had this talk." 

"Never, ma'am, as long as I live," said Gibson 
fervently. And so I managed to get away. 

On the whole, the Gibson part oi \feis ^x^XEka. ^\ 
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ours has tried me more than Susan's. That Susan 
should marry a lord, and become mistress of Rudding- 
ton Towers, is no more than an oddity, an awkwardness. 
But it is a very different thing to look on while an honest 
lad like Gibson sees the girl he worships bribed away 
from him with money. 

To say that I feel Hke a bather banged about on 
the stones by the breakers is to put it too weakly. My 
brains feel like a battlefield, where Greeks and Trojans, 
Hector and Achilles, have been trampling, and slashing, 
and charging all the long day. And for Helen and 
Paris, I have a lady's-maid and a groom! 

Bedtime, 

Another thunderbolt — the loudest and horriblest and 
most abominable yet! 

Susan must be stark mad. 

Instead of copying out my draft, she has simply 
tucked it inside the specimen envelope I addressed, and 
has posted it to Ruddington! 

I'm too utterly sick and tired and disgusted to write 
down in this diary all that Susan said — which wasn't 
much — and all that I said — which was even less, but 
entirely to the point Susan has gone off, crying — as if 
she's the one with the grievance! 

Thank God for bed! * 
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Saturday Night, 

The sight and smell and sound of the glittering, 
tumbling sea must have done me good. After last 
night's and Thursday night's bad dreams and worse 
wakings, I ought to be as sleepy as a dormouse. Yet I 
feel quite fresh and keen. 

Not that to-day has been any great improvement on 
yesterday and the day before. To begin with, it put 
me quite out of temper, at Traxelby station, to see how 
Susan was far too nasty to Gibson, and how Gibson was 
far too nice to Susan. And Gibson couldn't possibly 
have been clumsier in his attempt to give me his ad- 
dress on the sly. It was a miracle that Susan didn't see. 

I kept Susan beside me all the way to Newhaven, 
and also on the boat It was a turbine steamer, and 
the sea was smooth, and I ought to have enjoyed the 
crossing immensely. But I didn't 

Of course, the reason was Susan. We hadn't fairly 
lost sight of that blinding, towering white cliff above 
Seaford before Susan said tragically in nvy ^^iv 
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"O miss, I have such a dreadful feelmgl" 

Never before have I been cruel to the sea-sick. But 
it was altogether too much that Susan, who has always 
been the best sailor in the world, should begin to work 
up a squeamishness on a turbine, with the sun shining 
and the sea as calm as a pond, and no one ill, not 
even the trippers in ready-made yachting-suits. I felt she 
was doing it just to be important, and interesting, and 
difficult. 

"Nonsense, Susan!" I said, quite roughly; "it's 
perfectly ridiculous. Don't think about it, and you'll be 
all right" 

"I don't mean that I'm took bad, miss," said Susan. 
And she looked aggrieved. Probably it was my fancy, 
but in her injured dignity there seemed to be a blend 
of Susan Briggs with the future Lady Ruddington. 

"What do you mean, then?" I asked grudgingly. 

She did not answer at once. When she did, she 
said mysteriously: 

"I've got the feeling, miss, that . . . that it's him!' 

"Him?" 

"Yes, miss. He's kept looking at me ever since 
we landed on the ship." 

Susan shot a swift glance to her right, and then 
with a modest blush, resumed her scrutiny of the patten 
on the rug across her knees. I affected to take ax 
interest in a fishing-smack which was fast dropping 
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astern of us; and, in this way, I was able to examine 
the part of the boat whither Susan's glance had winged 
its coy flight 

No doubt, ever so many people have stayed in town 
for the Harvard and Cambridge Boat-race. Anyhow, 
there weren't many crossing this morning. We were 
sitting abaft the funnel, and there was hardly anybody 
between our two chairs and the gate leading to the 
second-class. 

The second-class deck was fairly full. There the 
poor "seconds" sat, like animals in a zoo, behind a bar, 
for us superior mortals to stare at They were seated 
oddly, on bags or undersized stools, so that they looked 
like wrongdoers in the stocks. The very funnel (which 
soared up from the midst of the first-class deck) showed 
its contempt by visiting them with a copious and in- 
creasing plague of large black grits, until they were 
sootier than the damned in hell. And, after all, had 
not each and every one of them committed the deadly 
sin of being either unwilling or unable to pay the extra 
half-crown or so which would have made them, for 
three or four glorious hours, the equals of such notables 
as myself and the future Lady Ruddington? They had 
the air of accepting their punishment as just 

I picked out two unabashed and unassociated males, 
either of whom might be Susan's "Him" K"&^'^va% \ss?^ 
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eyes stUl on the second-class deck, but directing my 
voice towards Susan's cheek, I asked: 

"Which?" 

"The gentleman that's staring so, miss." 

"Can't you see there are two staring?" I said. 
"Which do you mean? Is it the one with the peaked 
cap and the gilt buttons — the one that's rubbing the 
back of his head against the side of the lifeboat?" 

"Oh no, miss! It's the gentleman with the cigar 
and the thick stockings." 

The fact that the puffer of the cigar was staring at 
us without the slightest attempt at dissimulation made 
it easier for me to take him in from top to toe. The 
top was hidden in a grey cloth cap, and the toe in a 
brown boot of a large size. The creature was large- 
handed, large-featured, and (as I afterwards found) large- 
laughed and large-voiced. He wore a grey Norfolk 
jacket and knickerbockers, continued downwards by the 
thick grey stockings which had vied with the cigar in 
Susan's regard. There was a bold ring on the Uttle (or, 
rather, on the smallest) finger of his lefl hand. His 
whole port and mien were idle and evil; and never in 
my life have I seen more horrid legs. 

At a first glance his coarseness was so evidently the 
coarseness of a low-bred shopman or bookie, that I 
nearly turned on Susan to rebuke her sharply for 
Toasting my time. But, at a second glance, I became 
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conscious of a sickening doubt Had I not seen this 
identical coarseness before, in very high places? 

Apart from his one unilluminating letter to Susan, 
all my meagre knowledge of Lord Ruddington has been 
collected at second or third hand. Both Alice and I 
have heard that he is reticent, aloof, rather studious; 
and the stray reports of him which have reached 
Traxelby have been pretty much to the same effect 
But our informants may have been wrong. Or, as our 
information is a year old. Lord Ruddington may have 
changed for the worse. If so, he has galloped downhill 
at the devil's own pace. 

When I had seen a good deal more than enough, I 
turned my back on him pointedly, and said to Susan: 

"Move your chair a little — the way the boat's going. 
The wind can't hurt you." 

Visibly loth, Susan shifted her chair. 

"What makes you think it is he, Susan? I de- 
manded. 

"I don't know, miss," said Susan. 

"Come, now. There must be something." 

"No, miss," answered Susan. "It's just a dreadful 
feeling that keeps coming over me." 

^'Then the sooner you put the dreadful feeling on 
one side, the better," I said unpleasantly. "I hardly 
call it complimentary to Lord Ruddington that you 
should mistake him for a man like thai.'' 

SMtsaf*. C 
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Susan began her new pout — the bride-elect pout 
that was never in Susan's world till last Thursday. It 
annoyed me. 

"Why," I said, "if that's Lord Ruddington, all I 
can say is that poor Gibson is fit to be a duke or a 
prince beside him." 

Susan was touched in a raw place. She pouted 
worse than ever. I couldn't help saying: 

"One has only to look at his legs!" 

"I was thinking, miss," said the bride-elect, "that 
they was rather nice." 

She actually turned her head, and had begun to 
take quite a deliberate peep at the rather nice legs, 
when I addressed her sharply. 

"Susan," I said, "so long as you're with me, you'll 
be so good as to behave yourself properly. I'm sur- 
prised." 

She recalled her wanton glance at once, and blushed 
suitably and sufficiently. Gibson is only partly right 
about Susan's head being turned. If it were turned 
more than a very, very little, she wouldn't be able to 
obey so fully and promptly and shamefacedly when I 
whistle her straying fancy back to heel. 

"What have you done with those two magazines?" 
I asked. "Why don't you read them? If you don't 
look at him, he won't look at you." 

My dutiful Susan did her best. So did I. But my 
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best was no better than Susan's. Try as I would, I 
couldn't restrain myself from darting an occasional 
glance at the brute in grey to see if he was still star- 
ing; and, try as I might, I couldn't ignore the fact that 
Susan was doing the same. At the end of about ten 
minutes, we did it at the same moment. 

"You're looking again, Susan," I snapped angrily. 
It was mean of me and dishonest, I know. Besides, it 
was taking an ungenerous advantage of my powers as 
Susan's mistress. But I had to save my dignity. And 
Susan would have done the same in my place. 

Susan hung her head. 

"I'm very sorry, miss," she said. "I was really try- 
ing not to, miss. But it's such a dreadful feeling. I 
feel as if I must look." 

"Susan," I said ingeniously, "we will suppose, just 
for a moment, that the creature is Lord Ruddington. 
For your sake, and his own sake, and everybody's sake, 
I hope and believe he isn't. But let us suppose he is." 

"Yes, miss," said Susan patiently. 

"Susan, I put it to you. If he is Lord Ruddington, 
what will he think of you for casting sheep's eyes at 
him, and looking up and looking down, and blushing, 
and all the rest of it?" 

"I don't think it's him as ought to complain, miss," 
said Susan, "seeing it's him that's making me do it" 

"You don't see what I mean. \{ \ss^% "Loxfti '^>iA.- 
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dington, he knows that you're Susan, and he can hardly 
help looking at you, though I must say he isn't treating 
you as he would a lady. But when it's a case of you 
looking at him, it's different. You see, you're not sup- 
posed to have any idea it's Lord Ruddington. All you've 
got to go by is "a dreadful feeling" — which is nothing 
at all. So what must he think of you, when he sees 
you making eyes at a perfect stranger? He must think 
you've got glances and blushes for every man who 
chooses to stare at you." 

Susan did not see my point clearly. Indeed, the 
more I laboured it, the less clearly I saw it myself Be- 
sides, if this was really and truly Lord Ruddington, my 
attempt at crediting him with superfine feelings was 
either hypocritical or ludicrous. 

**rm very sorry, miss," said Susan from the depths 
of her immeasurable docility. And then we got through 
another half-hour of pretending to look at magazines, 
while we were cunningly looking at the creature who 
was fixedly looking at us. 

When it became intolerable, I said to Susan: 

"I'm determined not to move. One mustn't even 
seem to be beaten by such rudeness. But do, for good- 
ness' sake, put it out of your head that it can possibly 
be Lord Ruddington. What would Lord Ruddington 
be doing travelling second-class?" 

^'I suppose, miss," answered Susan, so promptly that 
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she must have already thought it out, "he's come after 
Me. And he thought we shouldn't guess it was him if 
he rode in the second-class." 

I suddenly felt that I had had heaps more than 
enough of the whole sordid business. I had felt for an 
hour that Susan knew a Uttle more than she cared to 
admit Probably she was right, and this was indeed 
Lord Ruddington. If so, everything was plain. This 
coarse-grained young rake's desire of Susan's country 
freshness and innocence was something even more de- 
testable than the familiar infatuation of some weedy 
young lordling with a dressy and exuberant and al- 
together outrageous chorus-girl in town. I felt as if a 
rosy veil of illusion had been drawn away from life, 
and it almost turned me faint and sick. The worst of 
the affair was that Susan, with her wholesome instincts, 
was not revolted as she ought to have been, even by 
that which she did not understand. 

"Susan," I said abruptly, "I'm not at all satisfied. 
You keep talking about a dreadful feeling, which is all 
sheer nonsense. I feel perfectly certain you know some- 
thing about that man down there that you haven't told 



me.'* 



"The only thing, miss " 

"Why didn't you tell me before?" 

"I didn't think there was anything much in it, 



miss." 
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"What? In what?" 

"Only that he came out through that little gate 
when you were downstairs, miss, changing the money. 
It was before they locked the gate — before the guard 
looked at the tickets, just after the boat started." 

"What did he say to you?" 

"He didn't say anything, miss," replied Susan 
regretfully. "All he did was he looked at these bags, 
miss, and stood over them till he'd read the names on 
the labels enough to learn them by heart, and where 
we were going as well. It was that that gave me such 
a dreadful feeling. Then the guard came and asked 
him what he was doing in the first-class, and looked at 
his ticket, and said it would be four-and-six more; and, 
with that, he went back again through the gate." 

"Susan," I said, "I am really very angry. Yoii 
ought to have told me this at once. Help me to pitf 
these things together. You know how I hate it; buf 
we are going below." 

We didn't go below; but we went as far forward i 
we could, and sat gazing southward until a little Id 
moan of joy from a Frenchwoman at my side told f 
that she had caught sight of the faint white rampK 
of France. 

As the cliffs rose higher from the sea and spm 
widelier to the east and west, my spirits rose and^ 
ponded with them. If Lord ^wddm^oiv was follof 
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US, there was his insult to me as well as his designs 
upon Susan to be dealt with. So long as we were 
cramped up on a ship, he had the advantage of us; but 
with the hugeness of France unfolding before me, I felt 
myself his match, and began spoiling for a fight 

I didn't have to wait long. As we entered Dieppe 
harbour, a sailor unlocked the gate of the second-class 
pen, and the inmates streamed out all over the main 
deck. Susan was for hurrying to swell the serried mass 
of Britons who invariably fight like Bushmen to be first 
on the gangway. But I kept her in her place, and we 
were among the last to disembark. 

Ruddington — if it's truly he — was waiting for us at 
the Customs. He had got his own bag passed and 
chalk-marked already. I was prepared for developments, 
but not for what actually followed. Ignoring me, with 
the coolest insolence, he marched straight up to Susan, 
clawed carelessly at his cloth cap, and said: 

"Can I be of any assistance?" 

Susan shrank under my wing, all crimson confusion. 
I turned on him sharply. 

"What is it you want?" I demanded. 

He coloured up; having, I suppose, some poor 
remnant of shame after all. Then he stammered: 

"I thought I might be of some assistance." 

"Thank you," I said. "None is needed." And I 
turned my back. 
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When we had got everything through, we went into 
the buffet, and drank thin tea out of thick cups, whfle 
He stood at the bar with a long glass of something-and- 
soda. Susan had been so thoroughly cowed into speech- 
lessness and good behaviour that I was able to take 
counsel with myself in peace. 

We had deposited the trunks in the consigne until 
Monday, the day I had intended to resume the journey 
to Sainte V6ronique. The bags were piled up at 
Susan's feet, labelled with the labels He had so coolly 
looked at I wished my writing wasn't so legible. No 
doubt he had memorised the address — Hdtel du Cheval 
d'Or, Dieppe. 

All the way to Newhaven in the train, my poor little 
week-end time-table had seemed so lovely. Saturday, 
4 P.M., arrive at the Cheval d'Or; 4.15 p.m., a bath and 
change; 5 p.m., a peep into St Jacques and une petite 
promenade along the front; 6.30 p.m., a short and early 
dinner, with a sole Normande, a caneton Rouennais, a 
bit of Neufch^tel cheese, some wild strawberries, and a 
broad-based, high-soaring, imemptiable carafe of cider; 
8 P.M., this diary (with, I devoutly hoped, not a word 
in it about Susan); 9 p.m., bed; Sunday, a little dash 
upon Rouen, a nm round the churches, and back for 
seven -o'clock dinner at the Cheval d'Or; Monday, 
8.30 A.M., depart for Sainte V^ronique. But now the 
dream was shattered. The gilt was off the Cheval d'Or, 
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and he was the one horse in all France that I might not 
mount 

I sat and debated whether it would be best to go 
to one of the other Dieppe hotels, sending the Cheval 
d'Or the price of the rooms by post, or to climb straight 
into the Paris train and spend the night in Rouen. At 
last I decided that we had better stick to Dieppe and 
go to the Astor, where their idea of welcoming you to 
Normandy is to try and make you believe you're at the 
Carlton, and where you can't drink cider without feeling 
that you're a perfect monster of parsimony. It was 
maddening. But it had to be faced. 

He drained the last drop of his something-and-soda 
and strode out quickly with his bag — doubtless to 
entrench himself in good time at the Cheval d'Or. 
When He was safely off the premises, I went to the plat- 
form door to find a porter. Behind the excited crowd 
of officials who implore you to take your seat for Paris, 
I espied their rivals — that silent band, with the names 
of hotels gilt-lettered on their caps, whose dumb eloquence 
pleads with you to remain in Dieppe. I had almost 
caught the "Astor" man's eye, when a face I dimly re- 
membered pushed itself into sight. The face looked at 
me from under a cap inscribed "Hdtel du Cheval d'Or." 
It was Pierre, that best of porters. He knew me. I 
was too late. 

I've learned a lesson and drawn a moi2\» "Wasjar 
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ever Pve foigotten, or been too lazy, to write beforehand 
to an hotel, I never once remember coming to the 
smallest harm. But whenever I've been a paragon of 
methodicalness and have given two or three days' notice, 
how often haven't I found myself shoved away into a 
back room or an annexe? If only I hadn't wired to the 
Cheval d'Or last night, I could have tossed Pierre a 
pleasant look and have gone off to the Astor, leaving 
Ruddington all alone in his glory. 

Pierre had us and our bags in his omnibus in a 
twinkling; and, five minutes later, we were in the very 
muzzle of the Cheval d*Or. Out flew Madame Legendre, 
all smiles and hearty welcomes, and it is the simple 
literal truth that, at the same moment, Justine was hal- 
ing a perfectly adorable new-plucked caneton into her 
kitchen by his neck. 

Something forced me to glance up to the sunny 
stuccoed walls and snowy-curtained casements of the' 
main hotel building on the left-hand side of the courts 
A man was leaning out of a second-floor window. Whei? 
he caught sight of me, he swiftly drew in his head. J 
was He! i 

My mind made itself up in a moment I plungi 
boldly into an extensive and variegated falsehood. | 
declared that when I telegraphed last night, I did 
know that some great friends of mine were at ,f 
Astor. It was the greatest disappointment to me j 
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to Stay, as arranged, at the Cheval d'Or. On my way 
back to England from Sainte V6ronique, I would be 
sure to pay Madame Legendre at least a week's visit 
Meanwhile, could Madame, as an exceptional favour, 
allow Pierre to carry us round to the Astor? 

The long and short of it is that, so far, I have out- 
witted him; and here I am, spending my first French 
night in an English hotel. As one might as well be 
damned for fifty fibs as for one, I have told Madame 
Legendre that I want to pass all my time with my 
friends here at the Astor; and that if anyone who knows 
me inquires, ever so pressingly, she isn't to acknowledge 
that she has the faintest idea where I've gone. She's 
promised. As for Pierre, I have bought him body and 
soul for ten francs, cash down; and if Ruddington begins 
asking questions he'll be told that the English lady and 
her maid have changed their minds and gone on to 
Paris. 

Alas, poor dreams! I have just eaten a Paris dinner 
and have sent it down with London claret. And Pm 
going to sleep in an English bedroom, instead of in a 
French one. I did so want a French one, with a cur- 
tained bed and a pudgy quilt, and an Empire mirror 
over the mantelpiece, to say nothing of a gilt clock, and 
two bronze horses, and four or five nice pious pictures 
of mart)rrs all stuck full of arrows. But one can't have 
everything; and iVs enough for me thallNe'b^^Xfixv^^'^- 
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dington to-day, as I shall beat him to-morrow and every 
other day until I can believe that he's something better 
than a libertine cad. 

He's done me one good turn, at any rate. Scribbling 
down all this has made me deliciously drowsy. So now 
to make up all those arrears of sleep. 

Sunday, 9 a,m. 

I've slept like baby twins. 

Such a sweet morning! I got up at seven and took 
Susan with me to Low Mass. The sunlight streaming 
through the windows of the choir was divine. 

How different this Latin mass in France from last 
Sunday morning's service in Traxelby church! At 
Traxelby we are always so orderly, so dignified. Here 
at Dieppe the people grab each a chair and put it 
down where they like, so that they're all higgledy- 
piggledy instead of sitting in decorous ranks and rows. 
And, except for the Gospel and Credo and the Canon, 
they make no pretence at sitting and standing and 
kneeling according to any fixed usage or principle. 
Some seem to be following the Proper in their missals, 
while others just pray, or think, or finger their beads. 
Susan says they behaved dreadfiiUy, and that it didn't 
seem a bit like proper Church. 

I felt differently. The roughness and freedom and 
individuality were less soothing than our elegant order- 
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liness at Traxelby; but the realities that underlie religion 
seemed nearer and warmer. These faithful Dieppois 
looked more like the men and women of old who 
thronged the hillsides of Palestine and sat down en- 
tranced upon the grass; and they looked less like that 

chilly, respectable, dull-souled thing How shall I 

put it? Perhaps it's this. They looked more like 
"the multitude" of the Gospels, and less like "a con- 
gregation." 

If I were not ahready an excommunicate heretic 
and schismatic, I should have surely lost my soul for 
my inattention to Mass. I couldn't help comparing 
this Sunday with last. Last Sunday, Alice was with me 
as in the old days. And Susan hadn't had her letter. 
And Gibson hadn't talked to me in the garden. Every- 
thing was orderly, dignified, low-pulsed, soothing, like 
last Sunday's matins in Traxelby church. But to-day, 
Susan's letter is a fact. So is Gibson's oath. And 
Ruddington is at the Cheval d'Or. My life is suddenly 
disordered — ^just as Traxelby church would be if these 
Dieppois were suddenly turned loose among the chairs. 
Yet I'm not sure that last Sunday was better. Realities, 
glowing hmnan realities, have suddenly begun to crowd, 
living and breathing, all around me — just as I felt reality, 
warm and near, in the rough and unpimctiliously cele- 
brated Mass. 

I couldn't help thinking some odd lYioxsi^X.^ ^'s* \ 
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looked at one little panel of a stained window over my 
head. It showed a kneeling girlish figure, in white, 
with long yellow hair. On her right was a Bishop, 
coped and mitred, extending his hand; and on her left 
was a loutish leering fellow with a steel cap and a 
sword. Pm not ecclesiologist enough to know what it 
was all about. Possibly it meant the Soul being 
strengthened by the Sacraments against the onslaughts 
of the World. More probably it was in praise of some 
virgin martyr. But the odd thing was that if the yellow- 
haired, rather insipid damsel had had more colour in 
her cheeks she would have been the image of Susan. 
The large-mouthed, large-eared, large-limbed brute who 
was tempting or threatening her was not wholly imlike 
the cur at the Cheval d'Or. Most amazing and haunt- 
ing of all, the Bishop, with his youthful, keen, honest, 
manly, wholesome, clean-shaven face, was simply a coped 
and mitred — Gibson! 

Here they are, bringing the coffee in cups! Never 
mind. On Tuesday I shall be drinking it with a big 
Normandy soup-spoon out of a little Normandy bowl. 

Noon, 

He has tracked us down. 

Coming away from High Mass at St R6mi, we 
walked slap into him in the Grande Rue. 

/ could have boxed Susan's ears for her ridiculous 
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goings-on. Such flushings and flutterings and scuny- 
ings can't possibly have been seen in the town before. 
Yet, as we came back to the Astor by the zigzaggest 
route I could find, she positively turned her head twice. 
Of course he was following. 

I'm quite prepared to find he's secured the next 
table to mine for lunch. 

What worries me isn't so much to-day's meetings. 
It's to-morrow's. If we can't dodge him at Dieppe, how 
shall we manage at Sainte V6ronique? Then there's 
my ridiculous promise to our poor young Bishop Gibson. 

I'm forced to acknowledge that Alice is right. I'm 
neither old enough nor wise enough to keep up Traxelby 
and go travelling abroad with no companion save Susan. 
It looks strange, and it doesn't work. 

If this creature is indeed Lord Ruddington, I don't 
trust him to deal honestly by Susan. In that case, 
Gibson is just the man for the job. Once let me be 
sure that it's Ruddington, and Gibson shall have his 
telegram within half an hour. 

Half'past three, 

I've laughed and I've cried. 

To think that all last night and all this morning I 
fully believed we were deep in Act in. of a tragedy 
(Act I.: Miss Langley's Boudoir at Traxelby Grange. 
Act II.: The Grange Garden) j and tViat vjYvfcXi \ \q^i5^<^^ 
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into the saiie a manger for dejeuner and saw the Brute 
in Grey at a comer table, my mind was so prepared 
for an ultimate Act v., that the only uncertainty was as 
to whether Gibson would do it with a revolver or with 
a knife! 

It isn't Act in., and there isn't any tragedy. It 
turns out to be merely the comic relief of a melodrama. 

He was already lunching when I sat down with 
Susan at my table. Of course I placed Susan with her 
back to him; but I didn't notice at first that I had also 
placed her opposite a mirror wherein she could look at 
him far better than I could myself. 

He was too far off for me to hear him clearly; but 
I made out that he insistently addressed his English 
waiter in lamentable French. I hung my head for my 
country and its aristocracy, and thought more meanly 
than ever of its public schools. He consumed a suc- 
cession of expensive dishes, and his plate was ostenta- 
tiously flanked by a bottle of champagne. 

"It's a whole bottle, miss," whispered Susan, r^ard- 
ing it with reverence in the mirror; "not one of those 
little ones." 

"If you can see him, he can see you, Susan," I 
said severely. ^'Whoever he is, he can be no gentle- 
man to follow you like this. Eat your cutlet, and keep 
your eyes on your plate. And don't dawdle. I want 
to go upstairs again as quick as we can." 
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For one nasty moment, Susan hung on the very 
brink of rebellion. But habit or coquetry or self- 
interest or pure obedience or genuine modesty pre- 
vailed; and she answered with perfect meekness: 

"Very well, miss, Fm ready now." 

It spoilt my lunch; but I got up and we both went 
out. I asked for coffee and the French time-table to 
be brought into the drawing-room, where he wasn't likely 
to come. There, I sat down to work out plans in quiet. 

But the quiet didn't last. Within five minutes, his 
large voice broke out angrily in the hall. Susan shivered 
on the lounge beside me. His clamour was like the 
vicious baying of an extra-sized wolf newly cheated of a 
nice yoimg lamb. 

"O miss!" moaned Susan, as white as a sheet. 
"He's coming in here! Whatever shall I do?" 

"Sit still," I snapped. "Hold your tongue. Let us 
listen." 

Straining my ears, I discerned that the noise was a 
composite one, and that the three chief contributors 
were the Brute in Grey, the waiter, and some third 
party — probably the manager. 

"It's a [ ] swindle!" roared the Grey One. 

(The blank stands for something far worse than 
"damned.") 

"I told the gentleman it was a la carte,** put in the 
waiter. 

Sufaa, (> 
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"You're a common impostor!" said the manager. 

I edged along the lounge and peeped through the 
half-open door. The Grey One was standing with his 
legs apart, like the Colossus of Rhodes. Too much 
meat and drink had combined with anger and fear to 
turn his evil face nearly purple. At a safe distance 
stood the waiter, pale and excited, with the Grey One's 
bill on a silver salver. Two other waiters and the 
porter were massed across the doorway in case the 
Grey One should take to his long, horrid legs. The 
manager, implacable and contemptuous, leaned against 
his office door. 

"What's all this beastly row about?" asked one of 
the guests of the hotel, a young Englishman, coming 
irritably out of the salle a manger, 

"Fm deeply sorry, sir. This . . . gentleman," said 
the manager, with a withering look at the Grey One, 
"has eaten his luncheon and doesn't want to pay for it" 

"He won't pay," echoed the waiter feebly. ; 

"It's a [ ] lie," bellowed the Grey One. "J 

will pay. I want to pay. But I'm not going to b 

[ ] well swindled. It's the same as knocking ny 

down and going through my [ ] pockets, and | 

see you in hell before I stand it!" ^ 

Another young Englishman came out and joined f 
first. 

''WhaX's up?" he asked. 
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"Dunno exactly," answered his friend. "Waiter says 
this chap's trying on a bilk. Chap himself says they've 
rooked him on his lunch." 

"The gentleman would talk French," said the pale 
waiter, gaining courage. "I don't know French, nor *e 
don't neither. I told 'im it was a la carte as soon as 'e 
pointed to the canteloup." 

"It's a barefaced robbery," cried the Grey One, 
swearing dreadfully. "But it's no use trying it on me. 
My uncle knows France as well as he knows Battersea 
Park. And what did he tell me? That you dont 
pay more than three or four francs in France for a 
dinner fit for a lord! Why, even in the French 
resteronts in Soho, you don't pay more than eighteen- 
pence for five courses." 

The manager made a gesture of scorn and despair. 

"Perhaps you'll tell us why you ordered a cigar and 
a whole bottle of Veuve Clicquot?" he asked. 

"Don't go cross-examining me/' roared the Grey 
One. "I know the ropes, so don't you forget it. 
Everybody knows that, in France, wine's cheaper than 
beer." 

"That's it!" chuckled one of the young Englishmen 
gaily. "Wine's cheaper than beer, and therefore fizz is 
cheaper than bottled ale!" 

"There you are!" cried the Grey One in triumph. 
"And as for your [ ] old cigar, you doi^V\i»N^ ^sss. 
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there either. One of the fellows at our place came back 
from France only last week. At least, it was Holland 
he'd been to, but it's all the same. And what did he 
pay for the cigars he smuggled back? Three for tup- 
pence! Beauties! Yet here it is in your [ ] bill, 

'Cigars, one franc' I say it's " 

"You've said all I'm willing to listen to," retorted 
the manager, as the two young Englishmen went back to 
their feeding. "For the last time, are you going to pay?" 

"I'll pay six francs and not a penny more," mut- 
tered the Grey One, distinctly frightened. 

"You'll pay your bDl," said the manager decidedly. 
"The total is thirty-one francs, seventy-five centimes. I 
can't have our guests annoyed by a minute's further 
argument. I recommend you to save yourself from 
very unpleasant consequences." 

All the fight went out of the Grey One suddenly. 
He gazed wistfully at the door, which was still held in 
force by the menials. Then he fiimbled in his pockets. 

"I can't," he muttered sulkily. "I haven't got the 
money. I've only got twenty-four francs. And there'll 
be my bill at the Shewle Daw." 

"The Cheval d'Or!" echoed the manager. "If you're 
at the Cheval d'Or, what the deuce have you come 
lunching here for?" 

"To meet some friends," said the Grey One brazenly. 
^'They're stsiying in the hotel" 
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The manager was perturbed. 

"What friends?" he asked. 

"Two ladies," the Grey One replied. 

Within the next minute the two ladies' names would 
have been asked for, and, no doubt, the hard-pressed 
brute would have given mine. I pulled the door open 
wide, and stepped into the hall. 

"I can't help hearing," I said. "You talk so loud. 
What ladies do you mean?" 

He jimiped. Then he stood stark, as if he had 
been struck by lightning. 

"Perhaps madame knows something of this affair," 
the manager began in French. 

"Only a Httle," I repUed in English. "All I know 

is that this By the way, hadn't you better ask 

his name and address?" 

"My name," he said wretchedly, "is Lamb — John 
Lamb. I'm head derk at Phipps Brothers, the timber- 
merchants, Amelia Road, Shepherd's Bush. You'll have 
heard of Phipps Brothers?" he added imploringly. 

"All I know of Mr. John Lamb," I went on, "is 
this. He stared at us all the way from Newhaven. He 
spied about, reading the names on our labels. He 
pushed himself on us at the Customs. He followed us 
to the Cheval d'Or, and practically drove us out of the 
rooms we had taken. He has dogged U's» \!cao>\^\\ail 
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the streets in Dieppe this morning. Lastly, he has 
given us the honour of his company at lunch." 

The manager was about to work up, for my benefit, 
a polite adequacy of fiery indignation. But Mr. John 
Lamb forestalled him. Plucking up courage, he re- 
torted impudently: 

"Well, and what if it's true? We aren't in Ingland, 
are we? Everybody knows they're more fi:ee-and-easy 
in France." 

The manager was loaded and primed for an ex- 
plosion. But I got in another word. 

"Didn't I give you a broad enough hint at the 
Customs?" I asked. 

"Yes," he said coarsely. '^Fou did. But what 
about the other young lady? Let her come out here, 
fair and square, and say if she didn't egg me on. 
'Tisn't my fault for thinking I was in for a soft thing. 
Fbu'ie not to blame, of course. Fou've snubbed me 
right enough all along, no error. To tell the truth, 
ma'am, I thought you were sick because it was the 
other young lady I was struck with, and not you," 

What possessed him to add this insult to injury, 
when he was actually in the lion's mouth, only himself 
knows. It wasn't courage; for he had suddenly gone 
paler and shakier than before. Probably he was cling- 
ing in desperation to a last mad hope that he had in- 
deed made a conquest of "the other young lady," and 
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that she would rush out in my wake to mtercede for 
hhn, and to set him free. 

As I turned round and took my first step back to 
the drawing-room, the manager exploded like a thou- 
sand bombs. How the Grey One managed to stand 
unconsumed amidst those lightnings of wrath and thun- 
derings of menace, I can't conceive. As to his past, 
the Grey One learned that he was directly descended 
from a long line of cads, rogues, gaol-birds, and im- 
postors; and as to his future, it appeared that the 
greater part of it (after he had been soundly kicked, 
thrashed, and horsewhipped) was to be spent in a French 
prison. While this fiery storm was blazing and smash- 
ing around his grey cloth cap, I neither saw Mr. John 
Lamb, of Phipps Brothers, nor heard him. He took it 
lying down. 

In the end, it turned out that Mr. Lamb was pos- 
sessed of an English sovereign and the return half of a 
week-end ticket as well as his twenty-four francs. He 
paid; and was flung forth into the sunshine with just 
enough to face Madame Legendre and to keep himself 
aUve until the boat starts for England, in the dark and 
the cold, a little after midnight. 

From his final and ardent but fruitless plea that the 
manager should accept the deposit of his watch and 
ring, and allow him to send a post-office order from 
England to redeem them, I gathered thai \]b\'5» \q2c's» ^^^i. 
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Lamb's first visit to France; that he has got leave from 
Phipps Brothers till Wednesday morning; and that Mrs. 
Lamb doesn't expect him back to Amelia Road until 
Tuesday night. 

I'm sick of writing about the creature, so I'll stop- 
Yet, if I chance to wake up about three o'clock to-mor- 
row morning, with the air nipping and the wind blus- 
tery and the moon overcast, I'm not sure that I sha'n't 
think of Mr. John Lamb, and feel just a tiny, wee bit 
sorry for him. 
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TRANSCRIBER'S NOTE. 

Some of the Letters printed in Book m. are 
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and one is missing altogether. The Transcriber has 
copied them from the originals in extenso, and has 
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Monday, 4 p,m. 

At last! 

It's like coining home. Pm in my dear old room, 
with the front window looking over the beck and the 
willows to the sea, and the side window opening on the 
orchard. The trees have grown since last year; and, if 
I leaned out far enough, there are three rosy apples 
that I could pluck straight from the branch as it sways 
in the soft wind. 

The Dupoiriers are delighted I've come. Poor 
things, considering the gorgeous summer, they haven't 
been doing over well. Yet the hotel is sweeter than 
ever. Those stuffy velvet curtains, that I always loathed, 
have been taken out of the salon. It was a bit of a 
shock to see the summer-house stripped of creepers and 
painted white; but, if it's less picturesque, it is also 
more possible. Last year I didn't dare to sit in it be- 
cause of the earwigs. 

There's a new Marie. The old Mane, m^i)a. >i55\^ \^^ 
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hair, who wouldn't more than half-fill my water-jugs, left 
only last week. The new Marie is a black-haired, black- 
eyed one, and far nicer. 

There's a letter for me from Alice. And, of course, 
there's a letter for Susan from the regrettable Rudding- 
ton. But I'm not going to bother with either of them 
till I've had a peep at the path that winds along the 
beck to the sea. 



In the summer-house, 

I do wish Alice wouldn't! 

She's found out somehow that Ruddington was at 
the Towers all through the last week of her visit She's 
quite vicious about my running away. According to 
her first three pages, I "must get married some day," 
and Lord Ruddington has been, so to speak, restored 
to the county by Divine Providence for the express pur- 
pose of taking pity on my old-maidhood. To scamper 
off to Sainte V6ronique is, therefore, to fly in Pro- 
vidence's face. Yet, according to Alice's fourth page, 
my flight to France looks "far more pointed" than if 
I'd stolidly stuck at home. 

If a mere logical triumph were worth a single drop 
of ink, I might twit Alice with the inconsistency. If it's 
true that the calculating coyness of my maiden flight 
has already put it into His Highness's head that I am 
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one of the candidates, I might fairly claim Alice's praise 
instead of her blame. 

I shouldn't care so much if AUce weren't so in- 
sistently practical. She positively wants me to race back 
next week; and she says she can even manage Hugh, 
so that he'll bring her with him, and do his bird- 
slaughtering at Traxelby instead of at Maxfield. No 
doubt she is confident that, by October the 2nd, the 
bag will be twenty pheasants, a dozen partridges, and 
one Lord. 

I wonder what Alice would say if I wrote straight 
off and told her that Lord Ruddington, to my certain 
knowledge, has already disposed of his charms else- 
where? I wish I could tell her. It will be such hollow, 
tiresome work arguing with her on every ground save 
the solid fact 

Monday night 

The Lamb in Wolfs Clothing gave me a bad 
twenty-four hours on the boat and in Dieppe; but he 
has certainly done a power of good to Susan. She 
hasn't got over her surprise at my not giving her a 
lecture and a mighty scolding; and she's brimming over 
with silent gratitude. 

Ruddington's letter is irritating, but, in a sense, 
rather nice. I didn't ask Susan to show it to me. I 
thought it would keep very well till lo-monow. "^xiX 



94 SCSAX. 

Susan has laid it inside my \Ao/aJng-c2Sc. Rather grace- 
ful of her — unless she's afraid that a pexsooal ddivery 
of it would ronind me of Mr. John Lamb, and wake up 
a dormant volcano! Here is the letter: — 

RUIHnif GTOH TOWEBS, 
Saturday y September 8, 1 906. 

My dear Susan, — / may begin this way, may I 

not? 

Your letter this morning has brought me unspeakable 
relief and happiness. When Thursday's and Friday's 
posts were blank, I hardly restrained myself from way* 
laying you at Traxelby. 

As it's utterly beyond me to thank you enough for 
your letter, I'll try a little grumbling instead. Is it not 
rather cruel to say that I must not write more than 
once a week? Once a week for a month means only 
four letters in all. Sha'n't we be almost as much 
strangers when you come back as when you went away? 

When you come back I The words make my blood 
run faster. They're like the refrain of a song. When 
you come back! They're the music I shall march by, 
and live my life by, till you come, 

I enter into all you say about giving you a quiet 
month to think and to decide, I understand, and I ad" 
mire it. And yet it's almost more than I can stand. 
To know where you are, to have the power to join yot/L 
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in a few hours, and yet to be forced to serve a month's 
imprisonment in England, is wellnigh too much for flesh 
and blood. As 1 laid down your letter this morning, I 
realised that by riding hard across Ruddington Heath I 
could have caught you for a moment at the station. But 
I set your sovereign command before my eyes . . . and 
stayed at home! Ought you not to be very nice to me 
for being so good and obedient? For example, don't I 
deserve a long letter on Tuesday? 
Till you come back, and for ever, 

Ruddington. 

P,S. — Do not be angry with me for what I am 
going to say. Although I put it in a postscript, it is 
uppermost in my thoughts. 

Pray don't think Fm about to try and coax you out 
of your month's reflection. Long and hard though I shall 
find it, Isay: Have the month by all means. But is it 
necessary that you should pass the month in your present 
conditions? 

It tortures me to know that while I will live this 
month in comfort and leisure, you will often find it dif" 
ficidt even to snatch the time for one weekly letter. Now 
that I know that no one else has won you, take my 
word for it, dearest, that no one else ever shall! Susan 
is going to be my Susan, even if Fve to take her by 
storm^ 
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What follows? This, From the moment of reading 
your letter, I promoted myself to be your protector to our 
lives' end. How then can I tolerate you remaining for 
another hour in a servile position for which you were 
never bom — into which some hateful freak of Fate has 
thrust you, and out of which it is the greatest honour of 
my life to rescue you? It maddens me that, perhaps at 
this very moment, you are being ordered about, and made 
to fetch and carry for somebody who isn't fit to lace your 
shoes, 

Reading this, you can easily be angry. But bear 
with me. There are so many ways in which a thing 
like this could be arranged without unseemliness. And, 
surely , nothing can be more unfitting than that you 
should be distracted from so solemn a decision by a fussy 
pressure of petty tasks, I entreat you to give me the great 
happiness of setting you free, R, 

His gentle Lordship does not condescend to state 
whether, in the event of Susan being "set free," he will 
forthwith send me, carriage paid, a new maid as fanci- 
able and wholesome as Susan, with feet that move 
about, like Susan's, as quietly as two mice. But, of 
course, as Fm merely "somebody not fit to lace Susan's 
shoes," I don't count. 

To-morrow there'll be the worry of sending off an 
answer. What will he say vfhetv he sees Susan's own 
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handwriting? And how shall we explain the first letter 
being in mine? I suppose Susan had better make a 
clean breast of it I expect his infatuation is proof 
even against Susan's blots and pot-hooks. 
Now for bed. 

Mardi; Midi moins quart, 

I have drunk coffee, with a big bright soup-spoon, 
out of a little white bowl with pink rosebuds inside and 
out Also, I have eaten four croissants and a shameful 
quantity of Normandy butter. This was at eight 
o'clock. Since then I have followed the beck all the 
way to the sea; have bathed; have climbed the cliff; 
and have been to the post-office for stamps. Through 
the window I can see Georgette placing a blinding cut- 
glass decanter of fresh-drawn, foamy cider, full in the 
sun, on my table in the orchard. As Susan would say, 
"a feeling came over me" where the beck runs past 
the poplars. I couldn't help stamping my heel on the 
ground and saying, "It is true that I am back in Nor- 
mandy." 

After lunch, there'll be my letter to Alice. I sha'n't 
say anything about Ruddington, except that she mustn't 
go on being a tease. Then there'll be Susan's letter to 
the Lord of^urleigh. It would be inhuman to make 
him wait for it any longer. 

Susan, 7 
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Georgette has just brought out a melon. Its minutes 
are nimibered. I haven't felt so hungry for ages. 

I wonder what Mr. Lamb is doing, and what yam 
he has spun at Amelia Road? Poor Gibson, too! If I 
were Susan, I think I'd send him just a Sainte V^ronique 
postcard. 

Deo gratias! " Cest servi/*' 

Tuesday Night. 

I am like a bird in a net. 

After lunch, Susan came to me and begged pardon 
for asking if I "hadn't forgotten the post" 

"No," I answered, "it doesn't go out for five hours. 
By the way, Susan, what are you going to say to Lord 
Ruddington?" 

Her face fell. 

"Please, miss," she said, "I was thinking . . . pert 
haps you would write the letter for me." 

"No, Susan," I replied promptly, "I can't do tha' 
If talking it over will help you, I'm willing. I do* 
mind even scribbling something out in pencil. Buf 
can't write it Surely it's bad enough that he's had f 
letter in my handwriting. I wouldn't have had it hart 
for the world. Besides, you'll have to write the Id 
yourself before long, so why not face it at once? t 
shall need to think out some way of explaining tof 
why the other handwritii^ was dififerent" ^ 



SAINTE V^RONIQUE. 99 

While I was speaking, Susan was becoming more 
and more agitated; and when I ceased, she didn't 
answer. 

"Come, Susan," I said kindly. 

She began to weep. 

"O miss!" she sobbed, "on Friday I told you a lie. 
I told you that I didn't copy it out in my own writing 
because I didn't think " 

She stopped. 

"Well?" I said, after I had waited long enough. 

"I thought, miss," sobbed Susan, "I thought ... I 
was afraid, if he saw my writing, he might give me up* 
And what you'd wrote looked so beautiful and lady-like, 
miss, that " 

She couldn't go on. 

"Susan," I said, "you've acted very wrongly. You've 
done wrong to me, and you've deceived Lord Rudding- 
ton. Worse still, you've done wrong to yourself. If he 
really cared for you, he wouldn't have been turned 
away by bad writing. But he won't admire deceit 
You've taken the first step on the wrong path, and you 
don't know what will be the end." 

I am getting to be a practised preacher. Since last 
Thursday, I've laid down more of the moral law than 
in all the rest of my life. Susan heard me in meek- 
ness. 

"I Mow it was wickfd,'' §h^ said, ^buV cJci, Ti»sis»^ ^<^ 
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please, please write the letter to-day! It won't be many 
times more." 

"If I do it one time more, I expect I shall have to 
do it fifty." 

Susan looked mysterious. 

"No, miss," she said with assurance, "not fifty." 
"Why not?" I asked. And, after some pressing, 
Susan confessed that she has snatched five hours from 
sleep since Friday for the express purpose of conform- 
ing her penmanship to the pattern of mine. She showed 
me some specimens, and I was astonished at the advance 
she had made. 

"Well, Susan," I said at last, "I don't like it at all, 
and I'm very angry with you. But if there's any pro- 
spect of your going on improving like this in your writ- 
ing, perhaps it will be as well for me to write your next 
two or three letters. Then I sha'n't need to be brought 
into the affair, so far as Lord Ruddington is concerned, 
at all." 

Susan's gratitude was touching. 
"I'll never forget how good you've been to me, miss," 
she said, choking down a sob. 

"Find Georgette," I said. "While she's clearing the 
table, bring down my writing-case. We'll do it imder 
the trees." 

Susan danced off witii a skittishness that surprised 
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me. when she came back, I asked her what she had 
decided to say. 

"I was thinking, miss," she said, "we might say 
how nice it would have been if he'd galloped over the 
Heath to the station. And don't you think, miss, he 
would like to hear how we thought he was Mr. Lamb?" 

"Never a word to him about Mr. Lamb as long as 
you live, Susan," I said peremptorily. "As for the 
Heath, it would have been very wrong of him. But how 
are you going to answer his postscript— this long bit at 
the end, all about your leaving me at once?" 

"Leaving you, miss?" asked Susan, mystified. 

"Yes," I said, looking at her. "Don't you see? Lord 
Ruddington wants you to leave me at once." 

Her face flushed with such genuine trouble that I 
forgave Susan everything, and took her back to my heart. 

"Oh no, miss!" she cried. "I didn't understand he 
meant that I wouldn't ever do that." 

What Susan had taken the postscript to mean I 
have no notion. Nor do I know yet whether, in the 
near future, I shall be expected to give Susan and her 
spouse a suite of rooms at Traxelby, or whether she 
will offer me a housekeeper's place at the Towers. It 
is plain that she does not entertain the idea of our 
being parted. 

I said: 

"Lord Ruddington doesn't lik^ lo lYio^ ^ScL-aX >jQf^ 
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are . . . well, in any sense a servant To put it plainly, 
he wants to find you money, so that you can b^in to 
lead a lady's life at once. It does him credit But, 
Susan, of course you can't take money fix)m him. Have 
you saved anything?" 

Susan says she has saved thirty pounds. And no- 
thing could be sounder than the quickness and firmness 
with which she decided that cash transactions with Lord 
Ruddington just now are unthinkable. Nor can any- 
thing be more indisputable than her unweakened devo- 
tion to myself. 

"You can go upstairs and practise handwriting," I 
told her. "Come down in about half an hour, and I 
shall have some sort of a letter ready." 

But two half-hours passed in vain attempts to 
produce an epistle proper to Susan's temperament and 
intellect I've realised this afternoon that I can never 
write a play. I tried hard to think and feel as Susan 
must think and feel; but I could only think and feel on 
my own account. At the end of an hour and a half, 
the best I had been able to achieve was this: — 

Sainte VAronique, 

Ttiesday, 

Yes, You may call me "Dear Susan," But you 
must not say "My/* until it is true. 

You say it was good of you not to ride over the 
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Heath to the station, 1/ you had done it, I should have 
been grieved. 

We had a smooth crossing from Newhaven, and we 
stayed till Monday morning in Dieppe. I like Sainte 
V/ronique, and do not want to spend my month any^ 
where else. 

I am not angry with you for saying what you do 
about setting me free. How could I be anything but 
grateful for an offer that is so kindly meant and so 
delicately made? 

To ease you of your kind fears on my account, let me 
tell you that I have always been happy with Miss Lang" 
ley; and that, during this month, I shall have little work 
and plenty of leisure. 

I look forward to receiving another letter from you on 
Monday. Susan Briggs. 

"It's beautiful, miss!" said Susan dejectedly, after 
she had perused my effort And she sat looking up 
into the sky, the picture of disappointment and in- 
decision. I went to the rescue. 

"Say what's in your mind, Susan. There's a 'but,* 
isn't there? It's beautiful, but . . . what?" 

"I was thinking," confessed Susan blushfuUy, "that 
it isn't ..." 

"Isn't what?" 

"It isn't . . . very loving." 
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"Loving?" I said. "What do you mean? Why, 
here you are, spending a month deciding whether you 
can try to care for Lord Ruddington or not. It isn't 
time yet to be *loving.' " 

"No," persisted Susan. "But I mean, miss, won't 
he be disappointed?" 

"You can't help that. You might as well say that 
he's disappointed because you don't pack your box and 
go straight off to Ruddington Towers." 

Susan was unconvinced. 

"What did you say yourself, Susan, last week? 
Didn't you say that it wouldn't be good for him to 
throw yourself at his head?" 

When Susan first used it, the expression had irritated 
me; but it came in handily. Susan, however, thought 
otherwise. A spirit of revolt entered her soul, and I 
perceived the beginnings of her new pout. 

"Do as you like, Susan, of course," I said. "It's 
your affair, not mine. But don't go and make another 
muddle as you did with Mr. John Lamb." 

It went home. Indeed, I'm not sure that Mr. John 
Lamb wasn't, so to speak, a wolf with a silver lining. 
The merest whisper of his sofl and innocent name is 
enouigh to scare Susan into the extreme of docility. 

"Oh no, miss!" she said hurriedly. "The letter's 
beautiful. But don't you think . . .?" 

"What?" 
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"Doii't you think, miss, it would be nice to ask for 
his photograph and a lock of his hair?" 

While I was fighting down an impulse to laugh 
outright, it struck me that the photograph was rather 
a happy thought With his photc^aph to study, I 
should at least be spared panicky annoimcements and 
"dreadful feelings" whenever Susan saw a strange 
Englishman at Sainte V^ronique. Besides, I had no 
little curiosity to see what this mad Lord Ruddingtoii 
might be like. 

"A lock of hair is ridiculous," I said. "You must 
have been reading some trashy novelette. But a photo- 
graph's different. Fm glad you've thought of it. After 
all, Susan, you mightn't care to marry even Lord 
Ruddington if you found he was dreadfully ugly. Give 
me back the letter, and I'll add a postscript." 

I wrote:— 

P.S, — / /eel that I haven't written you much of a 
letter; hut there is so little to lay hold of. As I said 
before, you have seen me, but I have never seen you. 

Will you not send me your photograph? When it 
comes, perhaps I shall remember that I have seen you, 
after all 

Where was it that you saw me? 

Taking a little more liberty thaix was her wont^ 
Susan peeped shyly over my shoulder 'wIkJi'^ \ ^wt^Xfe*. 
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As I put down the pen, she heaved a deep sigh of un- 
affected satisfaction. 

"It's lovely, miss!" she said fervently. "That's just 
what I must have meant — that part about wondering where 
he saw me — only I couldn't explain it And it's put so 
short and ladylike." 

"Don't say 'ladylike,' Susan," I said. "Give me an 
envelope." 

I wrote out Lord Ruddington's name and address 
in the style of handwriting I had used throughout the 
letter. It was my own writing; but a little bigger, inkier, 
and slower than usual. 

"You see, Susan," I explained, "I'm meeting you 
halfway. By the time he's had a letter or two from me 
written like this, you ought to be able to do something 
pretty near it yourself. Now go upstairs and bring 
down those French stamps. The/re in my green 
bag." 

While Susan was upstairs I took the letter out of 
the envelope and glanced through it once more. When 
I got as far as "I have always been happy with Miss 
Langley," the oddity struck me irresistibly. It was quite 
too comically reminiscent of the letters which girls used 
to write, under the governess's eye and at the gover- 
ness's dictation, protesting their ideal happiness at 
jschool. 
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There was just time. I picked up the pen and 
wrote sideways along the margin of the letter: — 

/ suppose you think my mistress calls me "Briggs," 

When Susan arrived with the stamps, the letter was 
back in its envelope, the flap was gummed down, and I 
was blinking peacefully at the sunlight on the sea. 

Wednesday, Noon. 

I suppose it's true that every country gets the 
Government it deserves. But the maxim, like nearly all 
the maxims I've ever heard, is a heartless one. 

Without doubt, France just now has got the Govern- 
ment which France deserves, as a whole. But the whole 
is made up of parts; and, unless my travels have misled 
me, there must be thousands of parts of France like 
Sainte V^ronique. I have seen a dozen myself — rural 
communities, working hard and living decently, with the 
slated spire of their hoary parish church looking down 
upon them, as it looked down ages ago on their direct 
ancestors who first drained the valleys and set vines 
upon the hillsides. Here live and toil the men, and, 
more remarkable still, here live and toil and suffer the 
women, whose hard earnings are the war-chest of France 
when the professional politicians of Paris wantonly thrust 
the nation into some vainglorious adventure. Here was 
made and saved the treasure with wYiicla. \)aft yos^^t 
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was bought out when his anmes were everywhere 
masters of French soil. And here are bred the supplies 
of sound human stuff — the healthy bodies, the healthy 
souls — to redress the awful balance of the towns, and 
to save France from becoming a ruin amid stinging 
weeds and insolent poppies. 

Even an atheist statesman, if he's as truly a states- 
man as he's truly an atheist, ought to know that, in 
striking at the village churches, he is striking at the 
heart of French rural life; and that, in wounding French 
rural life in a vital spot, he will be severing arteries 
where Bismarck and von Moltke only lanced small 
veins. 

This morning has made me so sad. The sweet little 
white convent is shut up, the garden is full of nettles, 
two of the chapel windows are broken, the nuns are in 
England, and the lawyers have grown fat on the pickings. 
At the church, the statue of St. Veronica, over the west 
door, has a broken arm — snapped off on the day of the 
inventory. Meanwhile the weeks are drifting by; and, 
for all the old cur^ knows, he will be saying Mass in a 
bam before the winter is half over. 

I mean to say, now and again, what France's million 
officials, from the President of their so free Republic 
down to the Sainte V^ronique postman, daren't say 
publicly and aloud in this land of liberty. I mean to 
say: ^^God save Francel" 
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Thursday Afternoon, 

I wish Master Ruddie's photograph would come. 

This morning, about eleven, a young Englishman 
suddenly walked in with a knapsack. The funny thing 
was that he didn't come by the road. He marched 
here straight from the beach, as if he'd just been thrown 
up by Jonah's whale. 

He was a nice boy, and quite all right. Not another 
Mr. John Lamb. It seems he's tramping a hundred 
miles along the coast by the cliff-paths and the sands. 
He was dying to talk to me at lunch. Indeed, he looked 
even hungrier and thirstier for human companionship 
than for his omelette and roast chicken and cider, which 
is saying a very great deal. Now that it's too late, I'm 
sorry I didn't let him talk. 

All the. time he was here Susan was nearly as silly 
as she was on the boat She got it into her head that, 
as Ruddington wrote here on Saturday (thinking we 
were coming straight through), he must have been upset 
when Tuesday morning came without a letter; and that 
therefore the pretty boy with the knapsack was cer- 
tainly he. 

I was obliged to be very sharp with her. Heaven 
send the photograph soon! Because, I will admit to 
this diary, when Susan has "a feeling" I can't help 
catching the complaint 
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Before dinner. 

It's just come. The' photograph and a letter as 
well. 

He says the photograph was only taken yesterday 
morning. It's a local thing, not retouched: so I sup- 
pose we can depend on it as a faithful likeness. If so, 
I must say I like him tremendously. 

Susan is disappointed that he has no moustache. 
He looks like a young and fresh version «of some hand- 
some and benevolent Judge or Cardinal. He isn't the 
least bit flabby or silly-looking, as I expected. He has 
a scholar's head, but he's evidently a man of energy as 
well as of thought I should say he has a tremendous 
will of his own. He doesn't look the sort to have 
fallen over ears in love with a china shepherdess like 
Susan at first sight. But there's the fact. And, al- 
though the stupid girl can't see it, and "never thought 
he would be like that, miss," I don't know many women 
that wouldn't feel it a compliment to have him in love 
with them, either at the first sight, or the second, or 
the fiftieth. He looks handsome without being dandi- 
fied, and brainy without being dry. 

His letter this time is less old-fashioned and more 
easy. He says: — 

Ma CHkRB Suzanne,-— You have commanded me n^t 
/^ say, "My dear Su^an/' and behold! J ohey^ 
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Fm sorry to say it: hut my dear Susan — / mean ma 
chire Suzanne — has a hard heart. Her letter to tell me 
that she's landed safe in Normandy without being ship- 
wrecked or run over by a motor-car, only reached me 
this ( Wednesday) morning: and, if I hadn't ridden into 
Derlingham and fished it up out of the post-office, I 
shouldn't have got it till to-morrow. If Suzanne were 
kind, she would have sent one line on Sunday. 

It is an enormous relief to know that you are not 
hard'Worked or unhappy. When I saw Miss Langley 
with you {once outside Traxelby Church, and twice in 
the street), I thought she seemed rather nice — though, to tell 
the truth, I didn't waste time looking at Miss Langley, 
when I could spend it looking at Suzanne. 

Now about this horrible photograph. Fve always 
hated photography and always shalL But your com- 
mands must be obeyed. So I went into the "studio" of 
the Derlingham "artist." The "artist" was a pasty r 
faced youth in a velvet coat with Byronic curls that 
must take hours every night. He wanted to do his worst, 
and to turn out something elaborate that wouldn't be 
ready for a week: but I gave him a maximum of three 
hours, and he has handed me the enclosed. 

I expect a long answer to this, telling me all your 
doings, by return of post. And I shcdl be the most in- 
jured man in all England if Suzanni^ omn j)hotograjln 
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is not enclosed with her long letter. More than ever, I 
am your Ruddingtqn,*' 

"I like this letter, Susan," I said, putting it down 
again on the table. 

"Yes, miss," said Susan, without enthusiasm. And, 
after a pause, she added, "But dotft you think, miss, it 
begins rather funny?" 

"No," I answered. "I think the beginning is rather 
neat. You've forgotten. In our last letter we told him 
he might call you Dear Susan, but he mustn't call you 
My. So, instead of calling you *My,' he says he's going 
to call you *Ma.' " 

"Is that it?" asked Susan, pouting. "Well, I don't 
think I like it. That's what my uncle Bob used to call 
my aunt Martha." 

"Your uncle Bob?" I echoed, stupefied. 

"Yes, miss. He called my aunt *Ma,' and ^he called 
him *Pa.' I don't like it, miss. It soiinds common." 

When I had recovered enough gravity, I tried, for 
the twentieth time, to give Susan a rudimentary lesson 
in French. She endured my efforts wilii deference; but, 
underneath, I could see that her rustic British prejudice 
against France and all things French is unshaken. I 
honestly believe that, in Susan'fr opinioriy to have set 
foot in France at all is a slight lapse from pn^riety, 
and a loss of the finest, bloom, froro the soft d^eek of 
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one's maiden virtue. In France, the silly creature won't 
even touch beef, just because of some stupid tale of 
Gibson's about a roast horse. She firmly believes that 
out-and-out Frenchmen eat bull-frogs toasted whole on 
a fork; and that the French language is a ludicrous 
disabihty imposed on the natives by a strictly Protestant 
Deity as a just punishment for being papists and for- 
eigners. Susan doesn't intend to lower herself by learn- 
ing French any more than by learning to stammer, or 
to swear. 

"What about your photograph, Susan?" I inquired, 
changing the subject. "You see he wants one. Did 
you happen to bring one with you?" 

"No, miss. It's two years since I had it took." 

"Taken. Not took. Then what are you going 
to do?" 

"I don't know, miss." 

"You ought to oblige him," I said* "Don't be so 
limp. Look at the trouble he took to get you his own 
portrait the very same day. I'm almost sure there's a 
photographer at Grandpont. Madame will know. It's 
only three miles. We'll go in the morning." 

"Oh no, miss!" gasped Susan, fluttering suddenly 
into liveliness. "Not in France, miss!" 

"Why not in France?" 

"I shouldn't like to be photographed in France, 
miss," said Susan decidedly. For a momev\\. \ ^Taa*^ 

Susafr, ^ 
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felt as if I had proposed mixed bathing to the rector's 
virgin aunt To be photographed in France sounded a 
degree or two worse than going to church dicolleUe, 
But a moment later I felt impatient and annoyed. 

"Very well, Susan," I said shortly. "You may be 
sure I don't want to drag myself to Grandpont Do 
whatever you please." 

As usual, she became inunediately and amply and 
sincerely penitent 

"It was very kind of you, miss," she said humbly. 
"You're always too good to me. But I feel I couldn't 
go and be photographed in France." 

"Then don't go and be photographed in France," 
I said, still ruffled. "So far as I'm concerned, it's 
settled and done with. Now I want to read the news- 
paper." 

I could see with half an eye that there were un- 
countable things which Susan was yearning to talk over; 
but I was nearly at the end of my good-nature. With ' 
the little that remained, I tried to let Susan down gently^' 
I picked up Lord Ruddington's photograph again an^ 
said: f 

"At any rate, you can't find much fault with hf 
looks." f 

"No, miss," responded Susan tepidly, "but I ^ 
think he would have a moustache." i 
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Friday, sunrise. 

An apple-branch has tapped at my window, and a 
lark is singing eagerly in the near sky. 

This shall be a good day — as rosy as the apple's 
cheeks, as blithe as the lark's song. I hereby register 
a vow against Ruddington and all his words and works. 
We needn't send him his answer till to-morrow. So, to- 
day, Susan sha'n't mention him and I won't even think 
of him. 

Somebody's left a clean, new, cheap copy of Les 
Chouans here. How I shall love reading it again. Ex- 
cept while I'm bathing and eating and sleeping, I mean 
to sit and read it on the dififs all day. 



After Breakfast, 

After all, Susan is awftilly sweet. One can't stand 
aloof from her long. 

While she was downstairs before breakfast allowing 
Georgette to practise on her in broken English, I went 
into her room to find a pair of scissors. As usual, it 
was as neat and nice as if it hadn't been slept in. But 
the thing that struck me was a leather photograph-frame 
on the mantelpiece. 

I recognised the frame. It was a double one, which 
I had given Susan because I hated the colour. In the 
left-band oxympditrntnt Susan had pVactd >Jafc \i^s:«Vj 
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arrived photograph of Lord Ruddington. And facing 

him, on the right hand, was Me! 

It was that thing I got done last Easter. Until this 
pioming, I'd forgotten that Susan had pleaded for a 
copy and that I had let her have one for her album. 
Suddenly to catch sight of myself beaming affectionately 
across the hinges of tUe frame at an equally affectionate- 
looking Lord Ruddington, was certainly a shock. But 
that Susan should have brought me all the way from 
England and have stuck me on her mantelpiece was 
another proof, though none was needed, of her genuine 
devotion. 

I took the frame down and held it open in my 
hands. It was too comical. Ruddington and I are 
placed in ovals, like the August Young Personages in a 
Royal Wedding Supplement to an illustrated paper; and 
we are looking at one another with the most absurd 
happy-couple air imaginable. "Though I say it as 
shouldn't," we make an amazingly pretty pair. If Alice 
could see it, she would begin to cry. 

I think I sha'n't tell Susan that Pve seen it 

Noon, 

I haven't read much of the Chouans. After my 
bathe, I kept Susan with rue on the cliff. The grass 
was green, the sky was blue, and the sea was both. It 
was lovely to loll on the flowers and to listen to the 
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sea — its deep speech at the cliff's foot, its soft mur- 
murs in the sunlit distance. 

Susan thinks Ruddington ought to tell her more 
about himself, and his conditions of life, both at the 
Towers and in town. J think she's right Now that 
she's getting used to her good fortune, her talk has 
suddenly improved. She's dropping that raw and 
childish way of hers, and some of the things she said 
were quite sensible. If she goes on improving like this, 
she ought to be tolerably presentable at the month's 
end. No doubt it will take years to fill the gaping 
breaches in her knowledge; and her mind can never, 
from its very nature, expand enough to make her an 
all-ro\md companion for such a man as Ruddington 
seems to be. But I take it that a grain or two of 
commonsense will be found mixed with his infatuation; 
and, if so, he will be prepared for a good deal of dis- 
enchantment As for Susan, she'll always be pretty^ 
and restful, and docile, and sweet: which means that if 
he is losing some things he is gaining others. 

Alas, poor Gibson! I'm afraid his dreams are 
standing a poor chance of coming true. It's selfish of 
me not to have sent him a prudent line. I'll do it to- 
day. I'll tell him simply that all's well with Susan; 
and perhaps he will guess that all's up with him- 
self. 
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Eight o'clock. 

I walked alone this afternoon to B6rigny. The 
hamlet was deserted — or, at least, it looked so. The 
thatched black-and-white bams stood out sturdily in the 
bright, strong lights and B6rigny wore all its old pros- 
perous air. But there wasn't a single body to be seen. 
I suppose everyone was in the fields, or gone to 
market 

The church was open. I sat in it a few minutes: 
it was so cool and quiet. If I had felt suddenly tempted 
to steal an image, or to rob the box of Peter's Pence, 
there was none to say me nay. 

The B6rigny churchyard looked sweeter than ever. 
I like it better than any other I have seen in France, 
because it is full of natural shrubs and flowers. There 
are hardly any of those frightful wire crosses and tin 
immortelles and iron wreaths, as big as cart-wheels, such. 

i 

as you see in dozens everywhere else. And the B&rign]f 
churchyard isn't triste. As you sit on the warm stoni 
platform of the Calvary, you look down over the orchanjf 
to the facing uplands — ^pastures of green velvet, wild/ 
embroidered with a million yellow flowers. Even li 
graves are not melancholy. It doesn't seem any wi 
dreadful that the men and women of B^rigny should 
fast asleep, like children in the bosom of their mof 
earth, than that last year's beech-leaves and pine-nef 
should be lying quietly under the ceaseless murmi^ 



SAINTE VERONIQUE. 1 1 Q 

this year's cool and shady green. Cheerful sounds arise 
from the valley as you sit and look down. There is 
blue smoke curling from one or two of the chinmeys. 
Between the surges of light wind you can just hear the 
voice of the beck as it sings on its way down to Sainte 
V6ronique. No, B^rigny churchyard is not melancholy: 
for in the midst of death you are in life. 

There is a strange thing about some of the grave- 
stones which I didn't notice when I was here before. 
Or, rather, I oughtn't to call them stones. They are 
woods. Over the humbler tombs stand rude memorials, 
each consisting of two short, slightly ornamented posts 
with a short broad plank fastened between. The plank 
is painted white; and upon it, in black letters, are dis- 
played the name and age and birth-and-death dates of 
the man or woman asleep below. 

At the bottom of each inscription there is an ab- 
breviated formula which puzzled me sorely. It runs: 
"Un D. P. s.v.p." Not until I had almost given up 
trying to guess what it might mean, was the riddle 
solved. Behind the chancel I found a larger and newer 
grave on which the legend was spelt out at large in 
full: "Un De Profundis, s'il vous plait" 

It filled my eyes so full with sudden tears that the 
solid world seemed to be wavering and dissolving as I 
beheld it. And, at the same time, the dim mysterious 
world beyond seemed suddenly clear a1ld.tv^^x• ^na^s. 
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no longer the wind in the pines that I heard: it was a 
multitudinous whispering of spirit-voices pleading close 
to my ear: "If you please!" 

I am wondering to-night whether I ever really and 
truly believed until to-day in the immortality of the soul. 
I am wondering whether I have ever done more than 
assent to the doctrine mechanically as a part of my 
childhood's creed, and as a postulate on which rest 
many familiar things in our literature and civiUsation. 

Yes and No. In a sense I have believed, in a sense 
I have not Until to-day, I have only thought of the 
disembodied soul in one or other of three different 
ways. I have thought of the soul as a cold abstraction, 
a philosopher's name for an antithesis to the body. 
Again, after I've listened to ghost-tales, I've thought of 
it ignobly — as a horror, a scary, frightful spook;^ a foul 
shape of night swooping horribly across the short sunlit J 
path of our little life to remind us of the inuneasurable' 
cold and unending dark beyond. Last of all, aftel 
some stately obsequies, I've thought of the soul as living 
some supernal, Gothic life in a churchly heaven — f 
heaven where the sky is not a dome but a pointed roof if 
sounding for ever and ever and ever with Gregorian chail 
That is to say, at the best I have imagined the sj 
clothed in a mediaeval vestment, and living exaltedlyl 
an incalculable remoteness from to-day's crowded w^ 
of living and breathing women and men» 
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"A De Profundis ... if you please!" I suppose 
many people would find the "if you please" either 
ludicrous or irreverent, or both. At one time I might 
not have found anything in it myself, beyond a charm- 
ing rustic natveU. But this afternoon the truth rushed 
over me in a flood. The souls of the faithful departed 
are not thirteenth-century souls: they are not the shiver- 
ing, pitiable ghosts such as engaged the fancy of savage 
men ten thousand years ago, or the still weaker brains 
of the Spiritualists of yesterday: they are not mere 
fictions of the philosopher, invented for convenience of 
argument They live and rejoice and sorrow in an 
intensity of present being. To-night, I believe in the 
Communion of Saints. They exist as truly as the little 
black-haired child exists who stopped me outside B6rigny 
and said "s'il vous plait" when she asked me the time: 
as truly as Georgette when she sajrs "if you please" and 
lays the cloth: as truly as Susan when she says "Please, 
do please, miss," over a letter to Ruddington. 

This afternoon, I couldn't say a "De Profimdis" for 
the departed faithful of B^rigny because I'm too much 
of a heathen to have been taught it. But, before Sun- 
day, I mean to buy a paroissien containing all these 
things, in French and English. 

When I say my "De Profundis," can it do them 
any good? I don't know, MiUioxv^ oi ^^cy^^ ^^ '^ 
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can't. But more millions of people say it can. And if 
I make a mistake, I would rather make it in giving than 
in withholding: just as it is better to say "Yes" to the 
beggar who may waste your sixpence on beer, than to 
say "No" to the beggar who may lie down and die for 
want of bread. 

Bedtime. 

What an irony! 

This is the day when there was to be no Rudding- 
ton — the day that was to be as rosy as apples and as 
blithe as a lark. 

As for Ruddington, I have only just finished re- 
reading his letter, which Susan has put by way of a hint 
in my writing-case. 

As for rosiness and blitheness, I've spent my after- 
noon and evening like Hervey — I wonder if anybody 
ever read any more of his book than the title? — in 
Meditations Among the Tombs. My day has been 
ghost-wan, tomb-silent 

No. It has been as full of colour and of sound as 
could be. But the colours have been the grand and 
solemn hues of autumn, and the sounds have been 
majestical as organs and trumpets. To-day I have not 
been gay. But I have been happy. And I can't name 
any day at Sainte V6ronique that I repent of less than 
this. 
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Saturday morning. 

This is the answer I have written for Susan to send 
by the early post: — 

Dbar Lord Ruddington, — / am so sorry that you 
were anxious about me. But you must not forget the 
bargain. And the bargain does not allow of long replies 
**by return." Indeed, in writing this morning, I am 
breaking my own rule. When this is posted, I shall 
have received and answered two letters in one week. 

Do not think me grudging or cold-blooded in stand- 
ing fast to our arrangement. If letters are too frequent 
they will be short and scrappy, and thus they will fail 
of their object. For example, nothing could be more 
devoted and kind than your two notes this week; but 
they tell me so little about yourself, and hardly anything 
at all about your daily life, your thoughts, your work, 
your interests. At present I know no more about you 
than all Traxelby knew before you came to the Towers^ 

It is true there is the photograph, which I like very 
much — though you don't in the least resemble the picture 
my mind had formed! Fbu were good to take all that 
trouble in Derlingham so as to get it done so quickly. 

Unfortunately, I have no photograph of myself here, 
and there is no artist, not even a pasty-faced one, in 
Sainte V/ronique. But why should you want my portrait 
if you have seen me three times? 
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I ska' n't expect an answer from you **hy return;'* 
hut I shall expect your next week's letter to tell me more 
about yourself and your life. 

Fours sincerely, 

Susan Br/ggs- 

Susan thinks my letter is beautiful, as usual. Or, 
if she doesn't think so, she says she does. But to know 
that she needn't be photographed in France has lifted 
such a weight off her spirits that she is prepared to be 
delighted with everything. After the first shock and the 
second explanation, she went up into heaven at finding 
that it was "proper" to say "Dear Lord Ruddington." ♦ 
Perhaps she expected me to b^in the letter by calling 
him "Pa!" 

It's all very amusing. But I must keep a watch on 
myself lest I take it too prankishly. After the future 
Lady Ruddington had graciously signified her approval 
of my reply to her noble owner, she went upstairs for 
her hat, and, while she was away, a madcap impulse 
got the better of me, just as it did on Tuesday. I 
picked up the pen and wrote along the margin: — 

/ was amused about those Byronic curls. But what 
do you know about them taking hours to do at night? 

Now that it's too late, and Susan is on her way to 
the post-office, I do wish I hadn't said it For half a 
dozen reasons, it was a mad thing to do. 
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His portrait is still facing mine in the leather frame. 
I took a pe6p at it just now when I came upstairs for 
this diary. And we've still got the same sort of a 
"Good morning y Dear," honeymoon expression. I 
positively blushed, and put it down again as if it had 
been red hot 

I must see that Susan plods away at her handwrit- 
ing — or, rather, at mine! It's plain now that Rudding- 
ton is in love with Susan, and that he means to marry 
her. Also, it's plain that Susan means to marry Lord 
Ruddington, whether she succeeds in falling in love with 
him or not Up to the present no great harm is done, 
but I must wriggle out of the affair somehow before his 
letters become intimate and affectionate. 

Poor, poor Gibson! Fve written him a line, and 
shall post it myjself. 

Sunday, noon. 

For the sake of his peace of mind, let us hope that 
Ruddington is Low Church. If he isn't, Susan will soon 
be on his nerves. There's precious little kneeling down 
and standing up at the Sainte V&onique parish Mass; 
but this morning I had to prod or pluck at Susan half 
a dozen times. When we came out she made wistful 
tompariscHis With Traxelby, and declared that she did 
so miss "a nice service." 

Perhaps Ruddington is tveWiet Ljc^n uox "Kvgcu "^^ 



\ 
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says that one of the times when he saw Susan was in 
chiu-ch. But Traxdby isn't his parish: so he must have 
been hunting Susan, not saving his soul. 

I've given up wrestling with the Chouans, Pd for- 
gotten the early part was so dry. Besides, it's nicer to 
potter about, and think and dream, not to mention that 
novel-reading is wicked on a Sunday. 



Monday morning. 

Susan has been difficult again. I'm sorry for her. 

Last night she suddenly developed the liveliest in- 
terest in dress. In the past she hasn't been a girl to 
care excessively about it That's why she has always 
looked so nice. But, last night, she said: 

"I've been thinking, miss, what ought I to wear the 
first time I go to see him?" 

"You mean, Susan," I answered, "what ought you 
to wear the first time he comes to see you" 

"Yes, miss," said Susan absently. "I was thinking 
it would be nice if I had one of those cherry-coloured 
zephyrs, with elbow sleeves and a white sash." 

I smiled. 

"Do you think you can depend on yourself not to 
blush, Susan," I asked, "when he looks at you and 
speaks to you?" 

"Qb no, miss, I can't," answered Susan in a panic. 
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^'I shall be sitting, all the time, wanting the ground to 
open and swallow me." 

"Then I don't think you should go in for anything 
cherry-coloured," I suggested. And I tried to go on 
with Les Chouans. 

"Perhaps blue alpaca would be better, miss," broke 
out Susan again, after long reflection. "Blue alpaca, 
made plain, with a little train. I could wear that lace 
collar you gave me, miss, and have my hair done more 
on the top of my head." 

"You'd look very nice, Pm sure, Susan," I replied. 
"But, if I were you, I shouldn't do anything of the 
kind. I suppose it will be at the Grange that you'll 
see him first Some arrangement will have to be 
made. If so, it ought to please him best to see you as 
he saw you at Traxelby church." 

I went on again with Les Chouans, Or, to be 
strictly truthful, I fixed my eyes again on the page. 

"I beg your pardon, miss," Susan began hiunbly, 
after five minutes of quiet; "but shall we be married in 
Traxelby chiu-ch?" 

"Most decidedly not," I answered, so emphatically 
that Susan positively jumped. "I haven't the ghost of 
a notion where in the world you'll be married. But it 
mustn't be Traxelby. Lord Ruddington will propose 
some suitable arrangement, and I shall see that it is 
satisfactory. Besides^ all this can be tdlik&di o\^x \dX^s. 
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on. It will be time enough to choose where you'll be 
married to Lord Ruddington when you've made up 
your mind whether you're going to marry him at all." 

The bride began to pout 

I decided swiftly that it was high time to bring 
matters to a head. Traxelby church, indeed! 

As likely as not, Susan would expect me to be a 
bridesmaid, with Uncle Bob giving her away, and Aunt 
Martha calling him "Pa." So I shut up the Chituans 
with a snap and put the question straight 

"Tell me, Susan. Have you made up your mind? 
If you've settled it that you mean to marry Lord Rud- 
dington, we shall know where we are." 

The pout vanished, and she hung her head. At 
last she answered: 

"Yes, miss. I mean, I'm not sure yet, miss. But 
I'm sure that I shall be sure before long." 

"Sure that you'll marry him?" 

"Yes, miss. I mean ... I think I shall." 

I could get no more out of her, and in the end I 
turned surlier and snappier than I care to remember. 
Susan went to bed looking miserable. 

This morning my conscience woke up as early as I 
did. Earlier: for it was wide awake while I was still 
half asleep, and I groped out into consciousness with a 
sense of recent meanliess and unkindness to Susan. 
The more J woke, the clearlier I saw how natural it 
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was of Susan, who knows no French and can speak 
with nobody here save me, to want to talk frocks. 

When she came in at seven o'clock to open the 
curtains, I said in my friendliest tone: 

"Well, Susan, I suppose you've decided to be mar- 
ried in white, with orange-blossoms and a veil?" 

To my consternation she remained at the window, 
and did not turn round. Then she plunged for. the 
door into her own room, and as she seized the handle, 
I heard a sob. 

I jumped up and followed her to the threshold. 

"Come, come, Susan!" I said. -'You mustn't have 
such a thin skin. I never meant to hurt your feel- 
ings." 

"You haven't, miss," sobbed Susan, standing near 
me, but not showing her face. "It isn't you, miss. But 
I can't bear it!" 

"You can't bear what?" 

"All of it, miss. None of it I woke up and 
thought about it in the night. It's dreadfril!" 

I couldn't guess what Susan couldn't bear, or what 
it was that was dreadfril, and it didn't seem wise to 
press hen So I said nothing. 

"You'll take cold, miss," she cried, when she cast 
her first glance at me. And she bundled me back 
into bed. 
.1 told her that she needn't have Viei \>teida.^\. ^'h^J^ 
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Georgette, and that she ought to drink chocolate m- 
stead of coffee. 

"You'd better, have a quiet day," I added. "This 
matter is getting on your brain. Give it a rest That 
was one reason why I wanted you to wait a whole 
month. There's no need to brood over it day and 
rdght The month has still three weeks to run." 

She dried her eyes and was ever so grateful. But I 
am puzzled. Last night she seemed (as she has seemed 
all along) to take it as a matter of course that she 
will marry Ruddington. Her attitude has been that of 
a pretty, honest, modest, prosaic ,girl \rith an eye 
on the main chance. To find her suddenly all sensi- 
bility is a surprise. 

Probably it isn't sensibility. It's nerves. Too much 
coffee; not enough sleep. Too much of her own 
thoughts: not enough human fellowship at a time when 
she sorely needs it. 

Yet I can't overlook that she was disappointed with 
his photograph, It may well be that, in her better 
moments, my sweet Susan shrinks from marrying when 
she cannot love. Or is it that she is cowed by the 
difficulties of so huge a change in her rank and station? 
She shall have an easy day. 

Tuesday, lo. 15 a,m. 

The Lord Ruddington would be speaking no more 
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than the truth if he always signed himself Susan's Most 
Obedient Servant He has been as prompt with his 
pen-and-ink Selbstbildnis as he was with the pasty-faced 
artist's photograph. He says: 

Ma Suzanne, — // is Monday morning. When I 
have finished this, I shall have written you once this 
zveek; once last week {the Wednesday), and once the 
zveek before (on the Saturday). Yet I am scolded for 
breaking the rules. You must send me an exceptionally 
kind letter to soothe my wounded feelings. 

It was unpardonahly careless of me not to forward 

full particulars and references when I first applied for 

the post of Protector to Suzanne, But I have to-day 

filled up a form and am enclosing it with this. References 

are kindly permitted to the Derlingham photographer and 

to Mrs, Juggins, the housekeeper at Ruddington Towers. 

I hflve taken conscientious pains to fill up the form 
correctly. For instance, I squandered a whole penny 
this morning weighing myself on an automatic machine 
at Derlingham station. To be precise, I have squandered 
tuppence; because the first machine which I bribed refused 
to weigh me, and insisted on presenting me with a bar 
of chocolate cream instead. 

The news that you can't send me your portrait is 
desolating. It is another reason why you must be extra kind. 

All your letters are precious. But I likt tKc little 
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bits you write up the sides best. Why can't I have a 
letter made up of little side^bits only ? 

RUDDINGTON, 

The "enclosed form" is a formidable-looking sheet 
of blue foolscap divided into columns for questions and 
answers. It reads: 



S. B. No, 999. 



1. Names {Christian and 

Surname) , with 
Title or Titles, if 
any. 

2. Address or Ad- 

dresses, 



3- 4^- 

4. Has applicant htid 

whooping-cough ? 

5. Or Measles? If so, 

how many? 

6. Weight. 



7. Can applicant read? 

8. Can applicant write? 

9. What are applicant's 

politics? 

10. What are applicant' s 
pursuits? 



Henry Reginald Westerton Assheleighf 
Ninth Baron Ruddington, 



Ruddington Towers, Sussex; Asshe- 
leigh House, St, Michael's Square, 
S.W,; Bally more Castle, County 
Kerry, 

^l^y^f^rs. 



He has heard so. 

One, 

10 st, 8 lb, \{Includes 2*1739 ^«» <f 
Utters from Suzanne, in left- 
side breast-pocket at time of weigh- 

No need to, Suzanne so seldom 
writes. 

Yes, Once a week. 

Not Tory, Conservative, More 
liberal than the Liberals, less radi- 
cal than the Radicals, 

Waiting for Suzanne's letters. Un- 
til last month, spent leisure study- 
ing Spanish history and Utera* 
tare* 
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11. Personal appearance, 

12. Hair. 

13. Eyes. 

14. Does applicant ride? 

15. Does applicant 

swim? 

16. Does applicant fish? 

17. Does applicant hunt ? 

18. Z^^tfj applicant 

swear? 

19. Z)o^j 

drink? 

20. Z7<7^j 

smoke? 



applicant 
applicant 



21. .£^ applicant c 

motor-car? 

22. Additional remarks. 



Quite as bad as Derlingham photo- 
graph. Probably worse. 
Brownish-black; or blackish-brown. 
Blue. 

Every day. 
Yes. 

Yes, 

Not much. 

Now and then. Is prepared to give 

it up. 
Half a bottle of claret twice a day. 

Not before 1.50 p,m. If Suzanne ob- 
jects^ he confesses that he objects to 
her objecting. 

Hates them. But will learn to lave 
them if Suzanne does. 

Is bad-tempered^ impatient ^ obstinate^ 
and self-opinionated. Has no first" 
hand knowledge of the time it ttzkes 
to prepare Byronic (or other) curls 
0* nights. Has not been in love be- 
fore. Hasn't a Past. And hasn't 
a Future either ^ unless it's to be 
spent with Suzanne. 



I don't know yet what Susan thinks of these 
documents. She has left them on my table without 
remark. 

At the first glance I didn't like them. They smacked 
too much of the funny man labouring to be smart. 
But, after a second reading, I like them* After all, the 
poor boy couldn't very well sit down with a serious face 
and write out his own testimonial in cold ink. His wit 
might be sprightlier; but I begin to dV^<;exxi \3cvsi ^^nw^j 
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underlying it His way of bringing it in that he has no 
Past, no entanglements, no old flames, is skilful and con- 
siderate. Perhaps this is the very point Susan has been 
worrying about. Who knows? Perhaps she has been 
fearing that she isn't the first simple beauty that his 
lordship has taken by storm. Perhaps she thinks he is 
an old-style lord, with a pretty taste in milkmaids, and 
therefore not much better than a new-style lord with a 
nasty appetite for ladies of the ballet. 

Whatever am I to say if Susan asks me what he 
means by the little bits written up the sides? 

Tuesday, 3 p,m. 

My bathe made me tired. I sha'n't go out again 
to-day. 

Susan is wooden-headed past belief. I was amused 
for a few moments at the odd comments she made on 
Ruddington's letter; but her dulness grows monotonous. 
She began: 

"Don't you think, miss, that . . . that he Myites rather 
strange?" 

"What do you mean?" I asked. 

"I mean, miss," whispered Susan mysteriously, "do 
you think he's . . . quite right in his head?" 

"Well, Susan," I answered, "when one looks at the 
way he runs after a girl whom he's never spoken to, I 
admit it does make one wonder if he isii't a bit mad." 
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Susan pouted. 

"I mean his letter, miss," she said. "And this big 
blue paper." 

"As for his letters, Susan," I repUed, "I don't see 
much wrong with them. Aren't they bright, and frank, 
and kind?" 

"Why does he say, miss, that he's named Henry?" 

"Simply because Henry is his name." 

"But lords don't have any names, miss, do they? I 
mean they only have surnames." 

I asked for light. 

"It was Mrs. Hobbs, the cook, that told me, miss," 
Susan explained. "Mrs, Hobbs said that a lord could 
only have a surname — as it might be Ruddington — and 
the King could only have a Christian name — as it might 
be Edward. That's the difference, miss, between a king 
and a lord — one can only have a Christian name, and 
the other can only have a surname. So how can he be 
named Henry?" 

When I had finished laughing, I said: 

"Susan, you remember Mrs. Hobbs's dreadful mousse- 
line sauce? Till to-day, I would never have believed 
that there was any subject in the heavens above or in 
the earth beneath about which Mrs. Hobbs knew less 
than she did about cooking. I was wrong." 

"If he's proper Lord Ruddington, miss, I don't see 
how he can be named Henry," persisted Swsaxv ^oi^ 
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gedly. "I wonder, miss, ought we to write to Mrs. 
Juggins?" 

"Mrs. Juggins?** 

"Yes, miss. He says she*s the housekeeper at the 
Towers.** 

Positively the stupid creature believed that Lord 
Ruddington had seriously referred her to an actually 
existing dame of the name of Juggins. Really, I haven't 
the patience to set down half the ridiculous things she said. 
She is certain that her letters don't weigh "all those ounces." 
She is aghast at the bad temper and obstinacy, which 
must truly be traits in Ruddington's character, "because 
he admits it, miss, himself* She is surprised that he 
should be brooding so bitterly over his wasted tuppence; 
"though they do say, miss, that the richer people, are, 
the meaner they are in little things, and that's why 
they've got rich." She is not romantically exaltie at 
the news that he has never loved another. But she is 
grateful that he has got safely over the measles; because 
"Uncle Bob had them after he was grown up, and I 
did think, miss, it looked so silly." And so on, and so 
on, and so on. 

At last I begged her to stop chattering and sent 
her away. I can*t understand her. Susan has always 
been unsophisticated, but it's something fresh for her to 
h^ FuJ^arly stupid wd thick-headed. 
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The outlook is disconcerting. My letter-writing on 
her behalf gives Ruddington a false notion of her know- 
ledge and her mental power. So long as she retains 
her charming simplicity no great harm will be done; 
for, after he is disillusionised about her brains, he can 
easily fall in love afresh with her natveti. But this flat- 
footed, Hodge-Hke, charmless stupidity is quite another 
story. 

She's too stupid even to ask about the little side- 
bits. 

Waiting for Tea, 

It may be that the fears which kept Susan awake 
last night have frozen her wits. She has the air of 
dreading close quarters with this affair; of wanting to 
thrust it off an arm's-length while she gets time to think* 
I mustn't be too hard on her. The girl is passing 
through an ordeal; and I am a poor substitute for a 
mother, or even for a bosom fnend. 

Wednesday Morning, 

I have taken a resolve. 

There's been too much Ruddington. The inroads 
he makes on my Normandy rest-cure are absurd. I get 
my sun-bath and sea-bath every day; and that's all. It's 
time to put down my foot 

Fortunately, Susan agrees witix m^. SVi*^ ^Of^^ ^x^ 
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tell me why she has so suddenly fallen out of love with 
the idea of being raised to the peerage. It may be that 
she quails and shrinks from a destiny that is altogether 
out of scale with her nature. More probably it is some 
trifle, such as Ruddington's moustachelessness. But, 
although she gives no reasons, she agrees with me that 
it will be best to take the thing less busily for the next 
fortnight. Fve pointed out to her that she knows as 
much about him now as she needs to know. It isn't as 
though she has to decide, here at Sainte V^ronique, 
whether she will marry Lord Ruddington. She has only 
to settle whether she will let him see her next month 
face to face — whether she will let him press in person a 
suit which she will still be free to refuse. 

We have decided that I shall write him a letter to- 
day such as will keep him quiet, and stop him bother- 
ing us. Then I shall be able to take a deep draught 
of my Normandy, as I take deep draughts of the cider. 
I have been here well over a week, and I hardly seem 
to have had one day free of him. 

Later, 

Here is my letter to her Henry, and it's going to 
be posted whether Susan likes it or not: 

Dear Lord Ruddington, -^ Your letter and the 
dig blue form amused me very much. It is interesting 
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to have such an assortment of fresh facts about you — 
especially the obstinacy and the bad temper. 

It is good news that you hate motor-cars. Nor 
should we become estranged over tobacco. But these are 
trifles, aren't they? 

I hope you will not think that I am taking myself 
too seriously, or that I am unthankful for the trouble 
you take in writing such kind and open and lively 
letters. But (now that I have your photograph and know 
so much more about you) I am conscious of a desire for 
a week or so of detachment from details, I feel that I 
would like to go about my ordinary life until some light 
breaks on me suddenly and of its own accord. The 
more I deliberately seek light, the more it mocks and 
eludes me, I suppose the reason is that no amount of 
steadily "making up" one's mind can suffice instead of 
a free involuntary motion of the heart. 

As you wrote to me on Monday, you would not in 
any case be writing again till Monday next, I like to 
have your letters; but, if you postpone your reply to this 
until rather late next week, I shall have the better 
chance of deciding whether we ought to meet or not, — 
Vours sincerely, Susan Briggs, 

After Lunch. 

The letter's gone. 

Susan says she likes it. . 
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I liked it too, until it was dropped into the post- 
box. But, at this moment, I am vainly asking myself 
what had become of my brains while I was writing it 
It's the un-Susanishest letter that even my undramatic 
pen has compassed. Think of Susan being "conscious 
of a desire for detachment from details!" I can as 
easily imagine her ordering a grilled ichthyosaurus for 
breakfast 

Still, it's gone. And now I shall have a week's 
peace. 

It seems the Belgian people who have had Du- 
poirier's Villa de la Mer for the season left yesterday. 
Dupoirier is cleaning up the blue-and-white bathing- 
hut on the beach. He's going to give me the key, and, 
if I like, I can stay down by the sea all day, so long 
as the weather's fine. 

The Bathing^Hut, Thursday afternoon. 

This is perfect 

The bright-faced sea is crooning to itself like a 
happy child. The day is warm. Inland, it must be 
torrid. 

I have had two dips, one snooze, and about three- 
quarters of a lunch. It would have been a lunch and 
a half if Georgette hadn't tripped over a stone on the 
way down and dropped the wing of a chicken into the 
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beck. But the prawns, and the cold veal, with sauce 
rimoulade, and the great big pear, were quite enough 
if I hadn't grown so disgustingly greedy. 

Off and on, I've read several square yards of French 
newspapers since ten o'clock. There seems to be a 
curse resting on all newspapers that are sold for a 
ha'penny, never mind what country they belong to. I 
feel as Susan felt when she missed "a nice service" 
after the parish Mass at Sainte V^ronique church. 

The best part of everything is to lie full back in 
the deck-chair and to look up at the larks in the sky. 
It's nice, too, to gaze over the blue-green water and to 
know there's a hundred miles of it between us and that 
worry of a Ruddington. I'm afraid he'll write a dozen 
pages on Monday. But, until the poor little fellow be- 
gins kicking and screaming for his Susan to be given 
to him at once, I can sit here while the wind and the 
sun mend my nerves and smoothe the past fortnight's 
wrinkles out of my offended brow. 

Friday Night. 

Henry Reginald has written. The sight of his en- 
velope made me so angry that I nearly tore it open 
without waiting for Susan. After reading his outpouring 
I can't altogether blame him; but I am being badly 
treated by Fate. Things are worse muddled than ever. 

He says; 
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My dear Susan^ — Seeing my handwriting again so 
soon, you will Ihink that I am flouting your wishes. 
Not so. After I have finished this, I promise not to 
write you another line till you expressly give me leave. 

From my own selfish point of view, I have known 
all along that I was foolish in pleading my cause by 
post instead of with the living voice. But to write seemed 
fairer to yourself ; though I confess I could not have 
been eerily content with letters had I known you were 
going to France, 

In asking for a week of detachment, you are right, 
Indedd, I feel you have been most exquisitely right at 
every turn of my rude assault upon your peace. There* 
fore I agree, much as I shall miss your letters. 

You think your letters have disappointed me; and I 
can discern that it is a pain to you to write them till 
they can flow from you more freely. But let me tell you 
why I prize them far more than I expected, . 

The day I first saw you with Miss Langley was a 
Saturday, Vou simply swept me off my feet, I bad no 
more choice as to whether I should love you all my life 
or not than a cork has a choice between floating and 
sinking. It was the Derlingham banker who told me 
who you were. All that evening I sat alone in the dark, 
thinking. Or, rather, I didn't think. I just sat and 
/ooied, like a man in a trance^ at the new wqrld which 



SAINTE viKONIQUE. 143 

had unroUid itself suddenly, solidly, splendidly right 
across the whole field of my vision, 

I had always believed that love at first sight was 
out of my line. Indeed; I had believed that, nowadays, 
it was out of everybody's line; and I had suspected that, 
outside the romances, there had never been any such thing 
in the world, I hcui even begun to indulge a certain 
pride in my fastidiousness and self control as regards 
women. 

Don't be hurt, most dear lady, at the next step in 
my confession. If I must seem to disparage you for 
half a moment on paper, it is onfy that I may show 
why I shall revere and honour and cherish you for even 

When I came out of that Saturday night dream or 
trance^ I sank swiftly down, down, down into a pit of 
humiliation. I had altpays believed myself free from 
pride of rank or pride of wealth; but it was with an 
immense chagrin that I remembered how the banker had 
answered my off-hand question with the words ^'Miss 
Langley's maid." A blinding flash lit up all the op* 
position, and scorn ^ and ridicule I should have to 
undergo^ * 

Not that it entered my mind, even at the zero of my 
humiliation, that I could ever give you up. The fact 
that you were my Destiny rose clear of my tumultuous 
emotions, as radiant and immutable as a virgin peak 
above the mean rage of a thunderstorm^ But I JrtUed 
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and fumed. You were the rose that I must needs gather; 
hut why had Fate set you behind so huge and sharp and 
black a thorn? I asked bitterly why FaU could not 
have contrivfid that Miss Langley should have been Susan, 
and that you should have been Miss Langley, so that I 
could have come to the Grange a^wooing without a thou-- 
sand maddening lets and hindrances. 

Later on, and in a lesser degree, I also felt humiliated 
because I, who had been so proud of my cool head, sud^ 
denly found myself bowled over by mere beauty and 
grace, like a solitary corn-stalk before an autumn gale. 

The next morning I slipped circumspectly into Traxelby 
church, just before the sermon. If you hold religion 
sacred and dear {as I feel sure you do), it may shock 
you to know that I looked fit you through the pillars of 
the Langley monument for a quarter of an hour. But 
my thoughts were not sacrilegious. Although I thanked 
God for your beauty (and how beautiful you were that 
morning/), I worshipped God most because He had 
created your soul, your very self As I watched you, I 
knew that you alone in all the world could charm away 
my spirit' f restlessness and hunger — the hunger and the 
restlessness which I had hidden even from my own self. 
I recalled my loveless life; my boyhood spent among 
tutors and schoolmasters; my youth and early manhood 
at two schools and at three universities in three different 
countries; my last year — iht year before 2 came back to 
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iA^ Towers — spen/ on cosmopolitan steamships and in 
unhomely hotels, I thought of the only women I have 
ever known well — my hard and shallow cousins, who 
are handsome and elegant only with the sort of hand" 
someness and elegance that ten thousand other hard and 
shallow women share with them. Then I looked at you 
again, and wanted to come home to you as a bird flies 
home to his nest. 

As I walked back from church, I knew that my 
ignoble chagrin had melted and vanished at the second 
vision of you. Instead of exclaiming against Fate for 
placing you, as the word goes, "below me," I rejoiced 
that there was a sacrifice to be made — a way of proving 
to you that I was moved by Love alone, I laughed at 
myself for having wished you had been Miss Langleyi 

Perhaps I am supersensitive, ultradelicate. But I 
felt, on that Sunday morning, that if you had been Miss 
Langley, I might have shrunk from the wooing. The 
obviousness, the hard-headed, practical commohsense of 
such a match would have put me off it^ When every 
consideration of worldly suitability pointed to a joining 
of her name and lands and interests with mine, how 
could I have gone to Miss Langley on a simple errand 
of Love? I know of one gossip who had already linked 
her with me. How I should have cursed this rank of 
mine, which I never wanted, and this wealth of mine, 
which I never earned, if they had robbtd me of iKt 
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power to convince a woman of my love, and to woo her 
for herself alone! 

I wrote to you on the Tuesday ; and you kept me wait- 
ing four days. But I knew you zvould reply; even as I 
know that, when this month is over. Heaven will not 
suffer you to wrench your life away from mine. But, 
while I waited, I kept on schooling myself against every 
possible turn of events. And one thing for which I pre^ 
pared my mind {forgive me again, dear lady /) was this, 
I expected your letter would be , , , how shall I say it? 
Well, I expected a diamond — but a rough one! To be 
blunt, I knew that Oxford and Heidelberg and Sala^ 
manca had made me too punctilious; and I nerved my* 
self for a letter from a sweet Susan, an adorable Susan, 
a wise Susan . . . but a Susan who couldn't spell! 

But what has happened? Of course, mere spelling 
and grammar are less than the dust in the balance; and 
if you sinned against them unto seventy times seven it 
would be nothing. But not only are Susan's letters 
better expressed than my own; they outstrip the utmost 
I ever dreamed of in the exquisite reverence with which 
they approach the sacred mystery of Love, Where I was 
merely superfine and sentimental, you are exalted, mystical, 
I honour your month of absence and your coming week 
of silence as I honour the retreats and meditations of a 
-saint. Wealth and ease and rank cannot tempt you, 
T/fey cannot even hurry you into doing what is right till 



SAINTE VERONIQUE. 1 47 

• - ■ . • • - ■ ~ . 

ycu are persuaded that it is the right with your whole 
soul. The Susan I saw that Saturday morning swept 
me off my feet, nibbed me of my freewill. But the Susan 
who has written me four letters is so noble, so deep, so 
rich of spirit, that even if the spell of her beauty were 
broken, I should still devote my whole life to winning 
her, though the obstacles were a thousand times as great. 

Why have I written all this? I will tell you. Be- 
cause you are entering, so to speak, on a week's retreat; 
and upon your zveek's retreat' hangs my faie. If I did 
not write this, the most recent letter of mine in your 
hands would be that schoolboyish blue paper with its 
long-drawn string of poor jokes, I did not mean it flip- 
pantly ; but it is hard for a man to write about himself. 

In a word, I write to ask that it shall be this pre- 
sent letter and not the other that you will call to mind 
when you are so good as to think of me. 

No, I don't imagine you "take yourself too seri- 
ously," I have guessed that, like my own, your mind is 
more often gay than grave. But there is a time for 
everything; and I perceive that badinage is not the ac- 
companiment I ought to be playing while you are mak- 
ing the momentous choice which I have so strangely laid 
upon you. 

And now I steal out of your presence on tiptoe, and 
softly close the door. If you call, I shall be waiting. And if 
you do not call , , . I shall be waiting still, R^ 
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Susan has been in to know what I think of the 
letto*. I have told her I am busy, and have sent her 
away. 

It's no use blinking the fact that Vm involved, up 
to the ears, in a very, very serious affair. 

Midnight 

I can't sleep. 

This is altogether too frightful. 

Fortunately Susan was perfectly stolid. If she'd 
been awkward, goodness knows what I might have said 
or done. I simply told her that we must have a 
thorough talk, once for all, in the morning; and she 
went to bed without a murmur. 

Susan a mystic! Susan approaching with exquisite 
reverence the sacred mystery of Love! Susan in retreat, 
like a saintly nun! 

If I could only laugh and laugh and laugh till I 
woke up the whole hotel, it wouldn't so much matter. 
But I can't even smile. Ruddington is too terribly in 
earnest. And it's my fault 

Some parts of his letter I hate. I would never have 
believed that he could make so outrageously free with 
my name. So long as Susan is my maid, I call it 
abominable taste to drag me in like that Indeed, I 
hardly see how I can do otherwise than wash my hands 
of the entire business forthwith. 
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But if I do . . . what then? If Susan is left to 
concoct a reply, and to use a tea-spoonful of ink to 
every page, it will be such a shattering bombshell in the 
golden midst of his dreams. And the man, on the 
whole, is too likeable for me to wound him deeply if I 
can help it 

Perhaps what I ought to do is to write by the same 
post as Susan, and with her full knowledge, a frank 
confession of my part in the affair. He will be aston- 
ished and disappointed and a bit hurt in his dignity, 
but he can't fairly resent my having helped Susan. 
After all, it's his fault, not mine, that he's perused my 
few short and insignificant letters through such rose- 
coloured glasses that they have seemed like the utter- 
ances of a divinity. It's his infatuation, far more than 
my bungling, which has magnified and idealised Susan 
into a goddess. Whether he can turn the telescope 
round, so to speak, and look at Susan through the other 
end till he sees her in all the tininess of her actual 
spiritual and mental stature; and whether, when he has 
seen her as she is, he can still go on worshipping her — 
all this is more his affair than mine. 

I'll write the letter now. 

A quarter past one. 

It's no good. 

If I had written before bis kltex cacoi^ Xo-xw^^ \ 
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could have managed it. But now that he's brought me 
in by name, and has even discussed how he would have 
felt if he had been moved to make love to me . . . 

No. I can't write. And if I could, I wouldn't. 
And I'm cold, and tired, and insulted, and distracted^ 
and wretched. I'll back to bed. 

Saturday, 2 p,m. 

On second (or twenty-second) thoughts, I did not 
choose to have a detailed conference with Susan. I 
have not so much as told her how vastly it offends me 
to be discussed with her as Ruddington has done. If 
I betray annoyance, how can I expect a simple mind 
like Susan's to interpret my vexation otherwise than a^ 
the acidity of an unsuccessful rival for Lord Rudding- 
ton's hand? Lord Ruddington has cheapened me 
enough, and I will not make myself any cheaper. 

Although she was stolid over it last night, the letter 
has warmed Susan into a remarkable state of expansion 
this morning, and she was sadly crestfallen when I 
showed no sign of going through the document chapter 
and verse. I took care that she should find me deep 
in my own correspondence, so that my inattention was 
less pointed. 

I simply told her that it would be a good thing if 
she were able to take over .the Ruddington corre- 
spondence herself immediately, as Lord Ruddington had 
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already been seriously misled. Failing this, I gave her 
the following note, and told her to post it or not as she 
pleased: — 

Dear Lord Ruddington, — / am grateful for your 
letter. And I am grateful to you for consenting to what 
you call my ''retreat," When the retreat is over I shall 
not forget that I have a long letter of yours to answer. 
Meanwhile I will only beg, both for your sake and my 
ozvn, that you will not form too high an opinion of — 
Fours very sincerely, 

Susan Briggs, 

Susan did not read the note in my presence. I 
have no idea what she will do. 

Sunday: before Church, 

Half my month is gone. This makes the fifteenth 
morning since I landed in France, yet I don't remember 
waking up once with a completely easy mind. From 
Mr. John Lamb onwards, I have dwelt in the midst of 
alarms. 

To-day shall prove whether I have any will-power 
or not Sunday is a day of rest, and I am determined 
to have twenty-four hours' rest from Ruddington. 

Susan is very commendably docile. She sees I have 
had enough of it, and she hasn't even \o\4. lafc ^V^*^^^ 
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she posted my note or not Fortunately she is making 
much more of a pal of Georgette. Georgette pro- 
gresses with her English marvellously. She adores Susan 
because Susan never tries to utter a single syllable of 
French. 

I mean to hear Mass this morning at Berigny. 
Georgette is taking Susan to bewail once more the lack 
of "a nice service" at Sainte Veronique. 

Sunday Afternoon, 

I like the Berigny papists better than the papists at 
Sainte Veronique. Barely sixty people assisted at the 
Mass; but the faith of these few twentieth-century men 
and women was as solid as the fifteenth-century piers 
and vaults that rose above our heads. 

Being English , I ought to exclaim against the 
Berigny mass-house, and to call its pictures and images 
and altars gaudy. But I understood this morning that 
the place was first and foremost a refuge for the simple 
and the poor. Of course, the austerity of our own 
church at Traxelby suits my personal ideas of reverence 
better. But Pm afraid that, in England, there may be 
some selfishness in our always conforming the insides of 
our churches to the taste of the Hall or to the taste of 
the rector's ladies. No doubt it helps the fortunate few 
to feel religious when they exchange the cosy richness 
wherein they have snuggled all the week for the big. 
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bare sternness of cold, undissembled stone, and the un- 
compromising whiteness of twenty surplices. An hour 
and a half of it once a week corrects luxury and tones 
up fibres that are becoming enervated through all-day- 
long indulgence. One even finds a subtle pleasure in 
the slight discomfort and restraint; just as the man who 
has dined well and wined well for eleven months en- 
joys the fashionable hardships of a month's "cure" at a 
German spa. But I wondered this morning if our 
church interiors are equally helpful to the poor. If a 
contrast between the home and the church stimulates 
devotion, where do the poor come in? The only con- 
trast they get is the contrast between a small bleakness 
and a big one; the contrast between grey and white; 
between ashes and snow. 

Berigny church is a spacious, warm, brightly coloured 
drawing-room for all Berigny. Not even the drawing- 
room at Alice's, with its absurd excess of water-colours 
and prints and screens and embroideries and statuettes 
and curios, holds such a store of things to look at as 
the drawing-room at Berigny. Over and above all the 
regulation sights of a typical French church, Berigny 
has Our Lady of Berigny, in queenly silver-tissue and 
with a golden crown on her sorrowful brow. From the 
bosses of the vaults in the aisles hang five or six fully 
rigged little ships — votive offerings of mariners snatched 
from shipwreck. High up on the soulb. \?^\ ^^\^ ^^ 
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coloured wooden images, carved in the sixteenth cen- 
tury, such as St. Nicolas with a tubful of red-cheeked, 
chubby, naked babies, and St. Antony with his pig. 
Berigny has both the Antonys. Not far from him of 
the pig, stands a modem statue of St Antony of Padua, 
with a face like an angel's, and with the Holy Child 
seated on St. Antony's open bock and nestling against 
St. Antony's breast 

It would have driven him stark mad if our Traxelby 
choirmaster, with his petty efficiency and trivial thorough- 
ness, could have heard the Berigny organ pounding and 
blaring, and the Berigny faithful bawling "Credo" 
through their noses. An untuneful but hearty lad on 
my left sang the whole creed through in Latin without 
a book. I wonder, would our Traxelby youths be a 
shade less loutish, a shade nearer to these courteous 
villagers of Berigny, if they too were taught to dip a 
cup in the main stream of human culture, and to quaff 
ever so small a draught? I imagine it must be the be- 
ginning of a revolution, even in the humblest mind, 
when it makes room for fifty words of a language other 
than its own. 

Sunday Night 

Yes, I have some traces of will-power. I have 
wanted to ask Susan whether she posted my note; but 
I haven^t asked her. And I have wanted to think about 
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Ruddington's letter — not so much its galling references 
to myself, as the disclosure it makes of an uncommon 
personality in the midst of an uncommon situation. I 
have wanted to think about it all day — even in church. 
But I haven't yielded. Or, at most, I have yielded only 
a very little. 

Monday Morning, 

Susan posted the letter. 

I asked her after breakfast, in a casual sort of way, 
what she had done with it; and she answered, almost 
as casually, that she and Georgette posted it on Satur- 
day afternoon. I could see that, for some reason, Susan 
didn't want to be cross-questioned. 

"Susan," I said, when she came into the room again, 
"how many people know anything about this affair of 
Lord Ruddington?" 

Susan started. 

"Whom have you told?" I asked again. "Did you 
talk about it at Traxelby?" 

"Oh no, miss!" said Susan, almost reproachfully. 
Then, after an awkward pause, she added: "Unless . . ." 

"Unless . . .?" 

"Well, miss, I did say to Gibson that . . . that there 
was somebody. But I didn't mention names, miss, and 
he could never guess." 

"Have you said anything to Georgelte)'' 
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Susan hung her head and studied the toe of her 
shoe a long time before she confessed: 

"Georgette asked me, miss." 

"Asked you what?" 

"Georgette said: *Have you got an Ammee?' And 
when I told her I didn't know what an Ammee was, 
she said ..." 

Susan blushed and stopped. 

"Go on," I said. "An ami. What did Georgette 
say an ami was?" 

"It is French for mister," faltered Susan. "Georgette 
says it is a mister with whom one is in love." 

"What did you tell her?" 

"Nothing, miss." 

"You were very sensible, Susan," I said. "You 
oughtn't to talk about it to anyone." 

I picked up a book; but Susan still loitered. 

"Well?" I asked at length. "What is it?" 

"Please, miss," began Susan uncomfortably, "I didn't 
tell Georgette anything." 

"So you said before." 

"Yes, miss. But Georgette . . . wanted to look at 
the envelope. I mean the letter to his lordship, 



miss." 



"But you didn't let her do it?" 

"Oh no, miss." 

^'Then what is there to worry about?" 
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Susan scraped the floor with the point of her shoe, 
and shifted about By-and-by she blurted: 

"Georgette wanted to know if the letter was to my 
Ammee or ... or to yours, miss." 

I shut the book. Susan hurried on. 

" So, of course, I said he was mine, miss." 

Ruddington is right Susan is a wonder, a gem, 
and five times out of six a bom lady. After I had 
praised her discreetly and had deplored the impertinent 
pryings of Georgette, I took up the book again and told 
Susan she might go away. 

She went, but within five minutes she was back. 

"I thought rd best tell you, miss," she said when I 
looked up. 

"Yes?" 

"I didn't show Georgette the address, miss. But... 
she noticed the envelope wasn't gummed down." 

"Yes, yes. Get on." 

"I oughtn't to have done it, miss. But Georgette 
went into the garden and plucked a flower, and lifted 
up the flap of the envelope, and laughed, and tucked 
the flower inside." 

"It's a great pity, Susan," I said, "that you didn't 
take it out again. If you'd made up your mind to marry 
Lord Ruddington it wouldn't matter. But can't you see 
how fooHsh it will look? It simply contradicts the letter 
asking for a week's grace," 
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"Yes, miss," said Susan, going redder than ever. 
But she showed no sign of departing. 

"Is that all, Susan?" I asked, with a sudden fear 
that there was worse to follow. 

"No, miss," she answered faintly. "After we'd 
posted the letter. Georgette laughed again and said that 
the flower had a meaning." 

"A meaning?" 

"Yes, miss. The Language of Flowers, miss. 
Georgette said the flower meant *Vang.'" 

"Vang?" 

"Yes, miss. That's the French Language of Flowers, 
miss. Georgette says that, in English, it means 
'Come!'" 

Before I could speak, she burst out crying. 

"Please, miss," she wept, "I didn't see any harm on 
Saturday. But last night, when I went to bed, and 
thought about it ... O Miss Gertrude, Pm so miserable T" 
And she cried harder than ever. 

In the end I sent her away consoled to the extent 
of my assurance that I didn't blame her in the least, 
and that the sole offender was Georgette. Also, I pro- 
mised her that I wouldn't get Georgette into trouble. 

At first I felt determined to give Georgette some 
very plain speaking in private. Yet how can I? How 
was Georgette to know that Susan hadn't been writing 
a common country love-letter to some common country 
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sweetheart? What divination could teach Georgette that 
we had been writing a superfine letter to a milord? 
Georgette simply indulged her rural playfulness. And if 
the envelope was open for Georgette to put the flower in, 
it was also open for Susan to take it out 

That's the devil (I can't help saying it!) of this end- 
less affair. Everybody keeps on giving me shocks and 
jumps, and yet nobody is ever to blame. 

Not that much harm is done this time. I suppose 
Ruddington will go silly over the flower. He'll kiss it, 
and wear it next his heart by day, and lay it imder his 
pillow by night, and worship it as a symbol of fresh 
mysticalities and exquisitenesses in his divine Susan. 
But he won't ring for the kitchen-maids and request the 
kind loan of a Language of Flowers. He won't so much 
as think of it that way. Even if he does, he will know 
that it is the letter and not the flower that he must 
obey. 

I wonder what flower it is that means "Viens?" 

Monday Night, 

I have been reading Ruddington's last letter over 
again. And although I began it with prejudice (being 
still nettled by Georgette's prank), it has affected me 
strangely. 

Seen whole, I know the situation is farcical. It is a 
farce that may end in a tragedy. Bui a*& 'S;.\V'^<^\xsjgj3^ 
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sees it, with the wrong notion of Susan that I have 
helped to give him, it is a most high and sweet romance, 
all rose and gold. 

Life can be most hideously cruel. Better no beauti- 
ful dreams at all when there must be such an awaken- 
ing. And that poor lad Gibson is to be soured for ever 
in order that Ruddington may go through life with a 
millstone of disenchantment round his neck. Something 
is here for tears, 

Tuesday, three o'clock. 

Ruddington remains quiet, like a good boy; so the 
flower has done no harm. Susan has been quite 
brightened up by suddenly remembering that the flower 
was only a French one. 

This morning there was a wedding at Sainte 
V^ronique. I have seen country weddings in France 
before, but this is the first one that hasn't offended me. 
The bride was a pink-and-white, almost English-looking 
girl, and the bridegroom was a tanned, honest, hand- 
some young fisherman. When Susan and I saw them, 
it was after the wedding. They were standing side by 
side, hand in hand at a door, while the guests were 
bustling for places at an open-air breakfast-table. You 
could not say that they were not taking in the scene. 
Indeed, they laughed more than once at the horseplay 
of the youths. Yet it was plain that while their eyes 
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recognised friends, and while their minds were lightly 
engaged with the outer world, their spirits had built a 
little hidden shrine of peace. Never before have I seen 
on human faces such a serene yet delicate fulness of 
perfect happiness. Below the rattle of plates and the 
shouts and the laughter, my ear caught a rich under- 
song of love. 

In the past I have learned almost to loathe lovers. 
"When Hugh came to see Alice, I used to wonder how 
she could endure him. I suppose he enjoyed his court- 
ship, just as a budding barrister enjoys his obligatory 
course of dinners; but he used to turn up more like a 
man who had come to tune the piano than like a man 
in love. And I don't think I detest anyone in this 
world more than poor Maude Slaney's Bob. Heaven 
only knows how many millions of times he has mis- 
pronounced the word "fiancte" these last two years; 
and the way they go on in public is simply horrid. I'd 
almost rather have the boorishly amorous couples who 
slouch on Sunday nights along Church Lane, gaping up 
at the Grange. 

But, this month, I've begun to see lovers in a less 
garish light The fisherman reminded me of Gibson. I 
shall be the better all my life long for having stood in 
the glow of Gibson's splendid manliness when he thought 
Susan was in danger. Ruddington, poor man, is quite 
an endurable lover, too. As for Susan, ^\5w3V5l^ '^^^ 

Susan, W 
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SO simple, I haven't definitely made her out. But, allows 
ing amply for her shyness and for her deference to my 
guidance, it's rather fine to see how she hangs back 
from Ruddington's money and rank until she feels sure 
she can care for him. If the bulk of human love is 
anything like these samples, I don't wonder that the 
world goes right round in a night and a day. 

Tuesday, bedtime. 

Another earthquake. 

This afternoon, Madame Dupoirier went to Grand- 
pont station in the hotel omnibus. She has just come 
back. 

Madame says that when the 'bus drew up at the 
station "a compatriot" of mine stepped alongside and 
attentively perused the words "Hdtel du Dauphin, Sainte 
Veronique-sur-mer," painted on the 'bus sides. Ap- 
parently he mistook Madame for a guest who was going 
away; and he asked her (very politely, madame says) if 
she knew whether "Mees Langley and Mees Breeggs" 
were still at the hotel. Madame said "Yes;" and she is 
quite pleasantly fluttered at the thought of an extra 
guest fairly on his way hither. 

I was too much stunned to do more than thank her 
for telling me. I didn't even ask her what the man was 
like, and whether he spoke to her in French or in 
English* But I've no doubt it is Ruddington, 
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1 call it abominable. If Susan were travelling in 
France with her parents, or even with some married 
woman for a mistress, it would be different. But this is 
outrageous. 

I ought to have known that he would hunt up the 
meaning of Georgette's flower. A man who can read 
such super-exquisite meanings into the half-dozen notes 
I have scribbled for Susan, isn't the sort to leave any 
stone unturned. I can't help despising him. When a 
full-grown, educated man has such sickly rubbish as the 
Language of Flowers at his finger-ends, a lady's-maid is 
as much as he deserves. 

What will he do? I hardly think he'll descend 
upon Sainte V^ronique till his m)rstical Susan's sacro- 
sanct week of retreat has expired. I suppose he'll 
hover ridiculously in the neighbourhood, like a knight 
keeping vigil outside a woodland oratory where his 
milk-white ladye kneels at prayer. Probably there will 
be a mysterious succession of leaves and petals in 
otherwise empty envelopes — a scarlet-runner to mean 
"I have come post-haste," a convolvulus to mean 
"I am still hanging on," a thorny bramble to mean 
"I suffer." 

Even the ardours of a lover ought not to burn out 
the instincts of a gentleman. I gave Ruddington credit 
for more decency and restraint. 

When the week is over, he wW\ 'w^xvX. \a Q.Qrca& 

\\* 
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here. It is an intolerable position. I am about to 
be made a fool of. Everybody will get to hear of it 
some day. 

Ought I to wire for Alice? No, I can't. If it were 
anybody but Ruddington, I could. I'm like a poor 
himted beast in a trap, with no way to turn. 

I have more than half a mind to pack up at day- 
break and to slip stealthily back to Dieppe for my 
promised week at the Cheval d'Or. 

Wednesday, very early, 

I forgot to wind up my watch. 

I have decided not to run away. 

Three things have become clear as I have turned 
them over in the night 

First, I'm as good a man as Ruddington. If I stood 
up to Mr. John Lamb, I can stand up to his successors. 
He shall either treat me with respect or be taught a 
lesson. I'm not going to run away from anyone. Cer- 
tainly not from a youth sick with calf-love who babbles 
the Language of Flowers. 

Second, I might as well face the fact that the gods 
never intended me to have a peaceful September this 
year. How true it is that the unexpected happens! 
When I came to Sainte Veronique twelve months ago, 
I expected to have a lively time. But everybody failed 
4ne, and it was the quietest, peacefuUest month of my 
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ife. This year I came expecting four weeks of 
vegetable existence; and instead, I am kept running 
ind leaping and turning like a trick-horse in a circus. 
Wherefore, I do hereby decide not to kick against 
Destiny a minute longer. Instead of staving off all this 
comedy, and instead of hating it because it distracts 
me, I hereby decide that it is well worth looking at, 
and that it would be foolishness to brush aside such a 
[luman drama as I am never likely to see performed 
igain. Norman villages, and carafes of cider, and 
plunges in the sea, and lobster salads under apple-trees, 
:an be bought for nine or ten francs a day, year after 
^ear, as often as I want them. But a handsome, vir- 
tuous, learned, stark mad young lord in love with a 
pretty, honest, lovable, stupid lady's-maid isn't a sight 
to be seen at close quarters every week. It shall be 
the principal pleasure as well as the principal business 
Df my remaining fortnight to see this play played 
right out 

Third — how do I know that Master Ruddington 
isn't lying peacefully at this very moment in his little 
white cot at Ruddington Towers, dreaming of his Susan 
as good as gold? How do I know that the Grandpont 
person isn't somebody else? It struck me in the night 
that it is probably Mr. John Lamb. At the Customs, 
he looked at the Sainte V^ronique labels on my boxes 
as well as at the ChevaJ d'Or labels qiv o\xi X^^*^* \- 
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know he tumbled down the steps of the Astor still 
believing that he had oMiqueied Susan's maiden heart, 
and that if he could only have seen her all would have 
been welL Pertiaps he has got together a fresh supply 
of francs and is prc^posing to wait on us with some 
preposterous apologies and explanations. It may be 
that he wants me to promise that next time I am in 
Amelia Road, Shepherd's Bush, I won't give him away 
to Phipps Brothers — and, above all, that I won't give 
him away to Ma. This morning I shall ask Madame 
Dupoirier to describe hinL If it be indeed Mr. John 
Lamb, he will find me ready with the mint sauce. 

Ten a,m. 

It's a good thing that I have decisively renounced 
all hope of peace and quietness. The postman has 
brought Susan no flowers from Grandpont, but he has 
brought me just the sort of letter from Alice that I 
don't want. 

Ruddington, Ruddington, Ruddington — that's Alice's 
letter from beginning to. end. Alice has "found out all 
about him." He's richer than Alice thought And 
prettier. And nicer. And I am the wickedest, foolishest, 
proudest young woman in the world for clinging on 
at Sainte V6ronique. 

It seems that Ruddington and I "were made for 
^ach other." He has just my tastes! Alice even adds, 
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with splendid candour, that he "isn't the least little bit 
like Hugh." 

I had hardly smoothed my poor fur after Alice's 
rufHing when Susan chose to begin stroking me back- 
wards again. She said: 

"I'm thinking, miss, about his letter that came on 
Friday night." 

"Yes?" I said. 

"Please, miss, you never told me what you thought 
of it." 

"What did you think yourself, Susan?" 

Susan fidgeted about At last she answered: 

"I can't feel that it's right, miss." 

"What isn't right?" 

"Him speaking that way, miss, to a girl . . . like 
me. It doesn't seem right." 

"I don't understand, Susan." 

She fidgeted again. Then she said: 

"I'm afraid you'd be vexed, miss. It isn't my place 
to say it." 

"To say what?" 

"Well, miss," Susan explained in instalments, "it 
doesn't seem right, it doesn't seem natural for him to 
be courting . . , me. It's what my aunt Martha used 
to say, miss. She used to say, 'More unhappiness comes 
to them as marries above 'em than to them as marries 
]Delow 'em.'" 
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"You mean, Susan,'* I suggested, "that you're 
uneasy at the thought of such a great change in your 
position? So you ought to be. That's why I've always 
wanted you to look well before you leap. There's a 
great deal in what your aunt says." 

"Yes, miss," answered Susan abstractedly. And 
for a few moments she tried to hold her peace. But 
it was no use. A sudden torrent of warm words gushed 
forth and swept all restraint away. 

"O Miss Gertrude!" she cried, "I can't help sa3dng 
it! I can't! It isn't me, miss. Lord Ruddington ought 
to be coming after. It's you. Miss Gertrude, it's you!" 

I was struck dumb. 

"Yes, it's you, miss, it ought to be," Susan went 
on. "When I think of what he says in his letter, 
miss — how he couldn't go making love to Miss Langley 
— I could die for shame. I ought to have cut off my 
hand before I showed you such a thing, miss." 

"Susan," I said, "you mustn't talk to me like this. 
You did quite right to show me his letter. It isn't 
your fault that Lord Ruddington wrote things in his 
letter which it would have been better taste to leave 
out" 

"No, miss, I know," broke in Susan. "But, O Miss 

Gertrude, I'm so miserable! I do so wish he hadn't 

never seen me. If I don't get married to him, I shall 

b^ mis^mhk because X'v^ thrown away all that money, 
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and living in a grand house, and being Your Lady- 
ship, And if I do get married to him, I shall be 
miserable because . . . because it isn't natural, miss! 
O Miss Gertrude, how lovely it would have been if 
he'd liked you instead of me! Then you would have 
got married and gone to live at the Towers, and we 
would have come with you, miss, and we'd have been 
so happy!" 

I noticed Susan's "we." But it was not a time 
for re-catechising her about Gibson. I cut her short 
peremptorily. 

"Susan," I said, "be so good as to stop. You are 
taking a great liberty. If Lord Ruddington has so far 
forgotten himself as to drag my name into his affairs, 
that's no excuse for you doing the same. I dislike it 
most strongly." 

"Yes, miss," said obedient Susan. "But," she 
added wistfully, speaking more to herself than to me, 
"it would have been lovely!" 

"Am I to take it, Susan," I demanded abruptly, 
"that you've finally decided not to accept Lord Rud- 
dington?" 

She blushed; paled; blushed again. But she did 
not answer. 

"Because," I added, "if you are still thinking it 
over, you'd better not talk of it, even to me. Lord 
Ruddington won't expect you to writ^ b^foi:^ ^^X>^\^'a^* 
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I've given you all the help and advice I can, but I don't 
want to influence you either one way or the other. 
Work it out in your own mind." 

Susan promised to tiy. j 

As she was going out, something else occurred to 
me, and I called her back. 

"Susan," I said kindly, "I don't wish to refer to it 
again, but what you have said about myself and Lord 
Ruddington reminds me of one little point." 

"Yes, miss," said Susan. 

"His portrait. One day I went into your room for 
the scissors. I saw you had put Lord Ruddington's 
portrait in the same frame as mine." 

"Yes, miss. They went together beautiful." 

"I shall be much obliged, Susan, if they don't go 
together any longer." 

Susan shed a tear. But she is going to obey. 

Now I've had enough ruffling for one morning. Be- 
fore I interrogate madame about the creature at Grand- 
pont, I mean to run down to the bathing-hut and enjoy 
an hour's basking in the sun. 

Before Lunch, 

I have seen the man from Grandpont. Has the 
event proved worse than my fears, or better? I can't 
say. All I know is that the event was different 

SxxsdSi didn't go down with me to the bathing-hut. 
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I unlocked it myself, and carried out the deck-chair 
onto a sunny patch of clean white pebbles. But I had 
hardly drunk in two draughts of the salt air when I sat 
up with a start. 

A man was watching me. 

He had been sprawling on the stones at the foot 
of the cUff about a quarter of a mile away. At such a 
distance it was impossible to make out his features, but, 
as he stood up, I saw it was not Mr. John Lamb. I saw 
the figure of a man well drilled, a man accustomed to 
an outdoor life. The man wore a dark blue lounge 
suit and a straw boater of unmistakably English lines. 

For a moment I thought with disgust that he was 
one of those provincial English tourists (we have had 
two or three of them off and on at Sainte Veronique) 
who find some sort of pleasure in lurking about the 
beaches furtively watching "the ladies" while they bathe. 
I wished I hadn't left Susan behind. But, as soon as 
he saw me sit up, the man began to walk towards me 
in a perfectly open manner. 

I couldn't feel sure that it wasn't Ruddington. It 
flashed across my brain that he was scheming an inter- 
view with me as a flank movement upon Susan. Be- 
sides, I remembered that a rather fine-tempered man 
like Ruddington must perceive the unpleasantness of 
the position in which Susan's acceptance of him would 
place Susan's mistress, and, in his uiieoiw^xi^lvoxvA Sx^- 
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genuousness, he was just the sort of man to come for- 
ward betimes with boyishly candid explanations, and 
adjustments, and appeals. As he sped towards me over 
the blinding chalk-stones, there was something in his 
stride that recalled the eager, masterful love-making of 
his present Majesty of Spain. 

I got up, relocked the hut door, left the chair out- 
stretched on the shingle, and swung off for home as 
swiftly as was possible without seeming to run away. I 
did not choose to grant an audience to Lord Rud- 
dington whenever and wherever it might suit him to 
claim it. 

But his legs were longer than mine and in better 
training. I had an instinct to run, an instinct to look 
back, but I mastered them both. 

Very soon I could hear the stones crunching or 
slipping or rolling under his boots. Surely, I told my- 
self angrily, any man who wasn't a bounder or a mad- 
man could see that ,1 resented the pursuit But he 
came ever quicklier on. And, as I gained the path up 
the beck, he positively broke into a run. 

I turned round. 

It was Gibson. 

"Gibson!" I cried; "Gibson! Is it you?" 

"Yes, ma'am," he answered firmly, pulling off his 
hat and standing, six feet away, bareheaded in the sun. 

''What has brought yQ\x tei:e?" I demanded a^ 
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sternly as I could. But I was too greatly relieved to 
make a convincing display of indignation. 

"I haven't been near the hotel, ma'am," said Gibson, 
meeting my eyes. 

"Of course you haven't The idea! But, if you 
had, you'd have startled me less than by running after 
me on the beach Hke this." 

"It's about Susan, ma'am," said Gibson. Gibson is 
not a man of words, and I could see that he was 
determined not to be scolded or flurried out of the 
speech he had been rehearsing. 

"Susan's all right," I said; "I told you so in my 
letter." 

"I thank you, ma'am," said Gibson, less aggressively. 
"I sha'n't never forget how kind you wrote." 

"What's the matter, then? You don't seem to 
reahse, Gibson, that I'm very much annoyed. Didn't 
I tell you not to come to Sainte Veronique unless I 
sent for you?" 

"You did, ma'am, you did," answered Gibson, losing 
his self-control and speaking more and more excitedly; 
"and I give you my word, ma'am, I won't come nearer 
Sinn Verrynick than this bit of ground I'm standing on. 
Oh yes, ma'am! You've wrote right enough, and I 
thank you. But it's Susan. She hasn't wrote not one 
line, ma'am — ^not so much as a card with a photygraph 
of the pier on it I" 
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"YouVe forgotten the bargain, Gibson. Fm ever 
so sorry for you; but what did you say at Traxelby? 
You said you could bear Susan marrying someone else 
so long as everything was honourable and above-board. 
You were not to come here unless I foimd that" — I 
nearly let slip Lord Ruddington's name — "that Susan's 
admirer was not going to play the game." 

"So I did, ma'am," broke out Gibson hotly. "That's 
what I said. That's what I promised. And I've cursed 
myself every day, every minute of every day, since I 
said it. It was a lie, ma'am. Whether Susan's took 
away from me honest or took away from me dishonest, 
I can't stand it, and I won't Susan's mine! I wa^ a 
dirty hound, ma'am, ever to say as I would give her ' 
up, even if it's the Emperor of France that comes beg- 
ging for her with a sack of gold and dymonds. Susan's 
mine! She's the only girl in the world I ever cared 
about Yes, ma'am," he cried proudly, raising his voice 
and taking a step forward, "and Susan's never cared a 
straw about any man in the world 'cept me, and she 
never shall." 

"Susan is a free woman, Gibson," I said. "Ever 
since we left Traxelby she hasn't mentioned your name. 
I know nothing about it. But how do you know that 
Susan ever cared for you? Perhaps she only led you 
on, as girls do. And, supposing she did care for you, 
J20W do you know she tvasu't changed her mind?" 
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"That's just the trouble, ma'am," said Gibson bit- 
terly. "I don't deny they may have changed her mind. 
If they've dangled a lot o' money before her eyes, and 
fine clothes and joolry, and motor-cars and going to 
Egypt, and all that, I .don't deny they may have 
managed to change her mind. They may have been 
too strong for a poor girl. Oh yes, ma'am, they may 
have changed Susan's mind! But . . . but they can't 
never change her heart, ma'am. Her heart'U go on 
beating true all the same, all the time; and when she's 
got tired of the fine things . . ." 

He clenched his fist and finished ofi* the sentence 
with a gesture between rage and despair. I was forced 
to turn away from the white heat of his rough eloquence 
and superb sincerity. 

"What is it you want, Gibson?" t asked, as soon 
as I was able. 

"I want to know first, ma'am, has Susan got herself 
engaged?" 

"No, she has not" 

"Is she going to be, ma'am?" 

"I don't know. It isn't my affair. I think she 
hasn't made up her mind one way or the other." 

I met Gibson's eyes. But, this time, it was he who 
looked away. Apologetically, clumsily, he asked: 

"If I may make so bold, ma'am . , , is the ijart^ ^X 
Sinn Verrynick?" 
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"The party?" 

"I mean, ma'am, the rich party that's took a fancy 
to Susan?" 

"No, he is not. I have never so much as seen 
hun. Neither has Susan. But what did I promise? 
Didn't I give you my word that, if he came here, I 
would let you know? That's why I'm so vexed, Gibson, 
at your coming Uke this." 

He accepted the rebuke without a word. 
"What are you going to do now?" I asked. 
"I suppose, ma'am," he said slowly and painfully, 
"I'd better go back to Granpong." 

I asked him a few questions. It turns out that he 
came over on Saturday, via Southampton and "Lee 
Harver." He held a letter from a chauffeur he had 
met in Derlingham to a Havre motor-accessories firm. 
The Havre people, hearing he wanted to be near Sainte 
V^ronique, gave him a letter to a small cycle and motor 
jobber in Grandpont who speaks a little English. He 
boards and lodges Gibson, and teaches him the driving 
and mending of cars, in return for English conversation, 
Gibson's labour, and thirty francs a week. 

"Of course, if you object to me staying on at Gran- 
pong, ma'am ^ . ." said Gibson. 

"If I'd known beforehand I should have objected 
very much, Gibson" 1 said. "Bvit you've been so lucky 
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in your arrangements, I hardly like to disturb them. 
Give me your Grandpont address." 

Gibson gave me a printed card. He is staymg "A 
la Descente des Automobilistes." The "Descente" an- 
nounces, on a card adorned with crossed billiard-cues 
over a foaming bock, that it speaks English, and that it 
is equal to billiards, coffee, repairs, and beefsteaks a 
touie heure, 

"Are you comfortable, Gibson?" I asked. 

"Very," he answered. "I never could abide cider, 
and the beer is shocking, ma'am. But Pm quite com- 
fortable." 

"Pm glad, Gibson," I said. "I won't lose the ad- 
dress. Good morning." 

I record it to my shame that I was heartless enough 
to begin moving away. Indeed, I had advanced twenty 
or thirty paces up the beck before Gibson decided on 
a second pursuit. 

"About Susan, ma'am!" he said, with red cheeks. 
"Shall you tell Susan, ma'am, that I'm in these parts?" 

"That reminds me, Gibson," I retorted, "you've for- 
gotten so much of the bargain we made at Traxelby 
that I can't be certain of anything. You promised 
not to tell Susan that I had ever let you discuss her 
with me." 

"I sha'n't forget, ma'am. But . . . can't I see Susan 
for a minute?" 

Susan, X^ 
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"How? Where?" 

"I might hang about, ma'am." 

"And frighten her out of her life. No thank you, 
Gibson! If there's to be any meeting, you'd better 
write about it from Grandpont" 

"It 'd take time, ma'am." 

"Surely you can wait a day or two, Gibson?" 

He lost his self-command once more. 

"No!" he cried, "I can't wait And if I could wait, 
I won't I must see Susan befwe another sun goes 
down." 

"Don't shout, Gibson," I said; "people will hear 
you. Even if it isn't against your interest to force your- 
self on Susan, how do you know she will see you? 
Perhaps she won't" 

He started. Then he turned aside in such sharp 
trouble, that my hard heart melted. 

"The most I can do," I said, "is this. I will tell 
Susan how you met me on the beach, and that I was 
very angry. I will say nothing about our talk that 
night in the garden at Traxelby, and you must not 
mention it either. All I'm supposed to know is, that 
you're very keen about Susan, and that you think she 
encouraged you, and that ycw're worrying because she 
doesn't write. In short, if you and Susan meet, you 
must keep to your own affairs, and not bring me in at 
^. Above all, never say that I wrote to you. I will tell 
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Susan that you will be on the beach at half-past two. 
She must please herself whether she meets you or not. 
But remember, to-day is exceptional. No secret meet- 
ings. You can get something to eat in the village at 
the Caf(6 de la Marine. I must go." 

I found Susan sitting under an apple-tree with 
Georgette. Georgette was jabbering over a fearful and 
wonderful plum-coloured blouse which the two were 
slashing and altering. It may have been my fancy, but 
Georgette looked a bit sheepish as she went away. 
•*Mees Breegs" advanced to meet me. 

"Susan," I said, "someone whom you know is in the 
neighbourhood." 

Susan's colour fled. 

"Is he, miss?" she asked fearfully. 

"At Grandpont," I went on. "Madame Dupoirier 
told me about it last night She was at Grandpont 
station in the 'bus yesterday. He read the name of the 
hotel, and asked madame if you were here." 

As usual, Susan's colour rushed back, with rein- 
forcements. She began to tremble. 

"It's that flower, miss!" she gasped, "Georgette's 
flower! O Miss Gertrude, I can't face him yet! I can't, 
I can't!" 

"You don't, need to, Susan," I said. "It isn't Lord 
Ruddington." 
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Susan moaned a little moan of thankfulness. But 
her face douded again as I added: 

^It is scnnebody dse." 

She searched my eyes. Then she asked, in an 
agonised whisper: 

"Not ... It isn't . . . Not Gibson, miss?" 

"Yes^** I answered, "Gibson.'' 

Susan turned half round and gazed over the sea. 
Her pretty country-girl's figure shook with hardly pent 
feeling. For the first time I saw Susan bitter and angry. 

"I'm ashamed of him, miss," she burst out "I 
could never have believed it of him." 

Not knowing what to say, I refirained from sa3ring 
it. Susan's wrath waxed stronger. She turned upon 
me with something dangerously like active resentment 

"You . . . you knew last night, miss?" she said, 
almost fiercely. 

"Certainly not, Susan," I replied. "Madame told 
me that an Englishman had asked her questions at 
Grandpont But she didn't know who he was, and I 
never asked her to describe him." 

"Then how do you know it is Gibson?" asked 
Susan, a very little less pugnaciously. 

"Because I've just seen him." 

Susan collapsed. 

"Where, miss? where, miss? . . . Oh!" gasped 
Susan, 
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"Come, com6," I said, "I was quite as much an- 
noyed as you are. I told Gibson very plainly what I 
thought about it But, Susan, I must admit that there 
is some little excuse for him. Of course he hasn't re- 
peated to me a single word that he ever said to you, or 
that you ever said to him. But it is plain that he's 
very fond of you. And he thinks you encouraged him. 
He says you haven't sent him even so little as a post- 
card for a fortnight" 

Susan's Amazonian ire had died down to a village 
beauty's pout 

"I can never forgive him, miss," she said. "I 
wouldn't have believed it of Gibson. Not to mention 
the disrespect to you, Miss Gertrude." 

"Never mind the disrespect to me," I answered, "I 
can look after that myself. No doubt it's very silly and 
weak of him; but the point is, that Gibson is so badly 
in love that he's madly jealous." 

"Please, miss, you didn't tell him about . . . Lord 
Ruddington?" asked Mees Breegs in a fright 

"Susan," I said, "I'm surprised. What are you 
thinking of? Unless you've told him yourself, he can't 
have the faintest notion that there's a Lord Ruddington 
in the case. But I can see he suspects there is some- 
body. That's why he couldn't sit quiet in England while 
his rival cuts him out in France" 
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"I shall never forgive him, miss,*' snapped Susan 
more conclusively than ever. 

"Don't say that, Susan," I said; "or, if you say it, 
take care you don't mean it" 

**But I do, miss." 

"Then it's nothing to be proud of. Don't hate a 
man for merely loving you." 

"He ought to have stopped at home, miss." 

"He ought. But he hasn't. You see, Susan, I 
don't know how it is, but you seem to have a way of 
making people do mad things. Gibson cares for you 
quite as much as Lord Ruddington does. But he hasn't 
done anything madder than Lord Ruddington's first 
letter, has he?" 

"No, miss," said Susan, mollified and visibly flattered. 
And, after a minute's pleasant meditation on the un- 
suspected range and power of her charms, she added 
prettily: "But Lord Ruddington does stop at home when 
I tell him to, miss." 

"That's true," I granted; "but Lord Ruddington has 
all the advantages. Poor Gibson is so fiightfully 
handicapped. I suppose he thinks that all's fair in love 
and war. I'm annoyed with him for coming here, but 
I admire his spirit Gibson isn't a muff, Susan." 

"Oh no, miss," she answered promptly and heartily. 

"In fact, this morning I felt quite vexed with Lord 
J^uddington for stepping between you. But I mustn't 
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say more about that I will come to th^ point. I have 
brought a message." 

Susan's agitation began afresh. 

"Pve told Gib^n he mustn't come here. He is 
lodging at Grandpont At this minute he's getting 
something to eat in the village. But he will be on the 
beach at half-past two." 

"To-day, miss?" she asked faintly. 

"Yes, to-day. You can please yourself whether you 
see him or not. But understand, Susan, I've told him* 
it must be only this once. No meetings on the sly." 

"Of course not, miss," Susan answered, with a touch 
of indignation, which I ignored. 

"If you do go to-day," I added, "you won't mention 
Lord Ruddington's name. But, Susan, if there has been 
anything between you and Gibson, I'm bound to say 
that you have no right to trifle with him. It isn't fair 
to him, or to yourself, or to Lord Ruddington; or even 
to me. Perhaps it's still too soon for you to decide 
whether you will accept Lord Ruddington; but it's high 
time for you to decide whether you will drop Gibson. 
If you find you can't drop Gibson, the other matter will settle 
itself. Be a good girl, and remember that the only way to be 
happy is to do right Only, for Heaven's sake, don't prolong 
the agony. I'm not going to grumble, Susan, but you must 
have seen that, although I came to Sainte V^ronique for 
peace and rest, I've had to spend neail^ XJcct^ifc ^a^^^ 
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worrying my head over people that want to marry you. 
It's getting to be a bit tiresome." 

"You've been awfully good to me, miss," said Susan 
with all her usual meekness. "I'll try." 

I must stop. Here's Georgette with a Utre of cider, 
and a crisp roll three feet long, and a dish of rate au 
beurre noir, 

A quarter past Two, 

Susan has just started down to the beach. 

Three o'clock, 

Susan didn't say anything before she went While 
she was brushing my hair — it had got all anyhow in 
the hammock after lunch — she hardly uttered a word. 

I have been thinking strange thoughts and wonder- 
ing at some wonders. 

What on earth can it be that has turned a china 
shepherdess like Susan into an Helen of Troy? Why is 
she a storm-centre, a battlefield of heroes? I have seen 
enough of the world to know that both Gibson and 
Lord Ruddington are exceptional men. What is it in 
Susan that drives them mad? Susan's is not a case of 
the Eternal Masculine basely desiring lamb-like innocence 
and childish beauty. In her case the groom is as good 
as the lord in native chivalry and honour. 

}A2L^3LV(i€% magnificeut old Empire cheval-glass re- 
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fleeted us full-length while Susan was busy with my 
hair. In the autumnal light, and with the background 
of bright hangings and bold furniture, we looked less 
like a mere reflection in a mirror than like one of those 
vivid modem French pictures. At first the feeling was 
uncanny; but, by degrees, this full-coloured, life-sized, 
gilt-framed portrait mastered me until I was able to look 
at it as dispassionately as if it had been on a wall of 
the Luxembourg. It was then I began to wonder at 
wonders and think thoughts. 

One must not praise oneself up, even in one's diary. 
But one may, one must, be sincere. And it is the 
simple truth, that the more I compared the full-length 
portrait of Susan with the fiill-length portrait of myself, 
the deeper and more inscrutable became the mysteries 
of life. I looked at the two portrayed forms and the 
two portrayed faces as critically and with as much 
detachment as if I had never seen the originals in the 
real world. 

Ruddington has seen Susan thrice. But he has 
seen me thrice also. He says that I was with Susan 
every one of the three times. Perhaps Susan's brushing 
jogged my wits; but, face to face with that double 
portrait, I couldn't help being reminded of what I scolded 
Susan for sa)dng this morning. As a matter of purely 
speculative interest, as a curious bxMDCL^.u ^\0^^\!a.>.\ 
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couldnt help saying to mysdf: ^He saw us both. Why 
didnt he fall in love with me?" 

To be immodestly candid, the only answer I could 
arrive at was: "I don't know!" 

Of course, what he says in his letter to Susan about 
shrinking from making love to ^Gss Langley is absurd. 
It is merely a fanciful thought after the event, a pretty 
conceit, a gossamer compliment partly to Susan and 
mainly to himself He fell wildly, instantly, irresistibly 
in love with Susan because there is Something in Susan 
which gave him no choice. He looked at me and was 
cold, because the Something has been left out 

Never before to-day have I looked at myself in a 
glass hungrily. But to-day I peered with all the strength 
of my eyes into the confused depths of the secret It 
was no good. I cannot read the riddle. 

I will write this page without reserve. It is no more 
my merit, my own work, that I am beautiful than it 
would be my fault, my disgrace, if I had been bom 
ugly. I will call a spade a spade, and beauty beautiful. 
So here goes. 

If Susan is pretty, I am beautiful, and I am more 
beautiful than Susan is pretty. If Susan is as graceful 
as a nymph, I am as noble as a goddess. If Susan's 
blue eyes are as blue as the sky, my brown eyes are 
deeper than the sea. If Susan is curds and cream, I 
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am fire and snow. If Susan can turn plain men into 
heroes, I ought to raise heroes into gods. 

Yes. Although I have a hundred deformities of 
mind, a thousand ugHnesses of conduct and character, 
which I could help and for which I am to blame, it is 
the plain truth that God chose to make me beautiful. 
Has not everyone told me so, as long as I can re- 
member? But Heaven knows that, although I have 
always felt glad, it has never made me puffed-up or 
vain. And I'm thankful it hasn't. If it had, this would 
have been a bitter day for my pride. For, after all, 
Ruddington saw us both; and he fell in love with Susan. 

I can think of only one answer to the enigma, and 
I hope it isn't the right one. I suspect that men of 
abundant manliness, like Lord Ruddington and Gibson, 
instinctively seek for their opposites in the shape of 
some passive, clinging femininity like Susan's. They 
demand that the woman shall be pretty as well as 
clinging and passive and feminine; because they know 
that they are brave, and that the brave deserve the fair. 
I suspect that these strong characters find sweet repose 
in a simple woman's characterlessness. Their eager 
spirits recuperate in her placidity. 

Conversely, a flabbier man rejoices in a strenuous, 
all-alive woman. Take poor Alice. She is taller than 
I am; stronger, quicker, harder, more self-willed. And 
I suppose that is why Hugh, in Vus \ciia<toiTDL ^-^^^ 
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adores her, and is wretdied when she's away, like a 
faithful hound. 

If this be the sound theory, I shall never marry. 
How could I endure a man weaker and pettier than 
myself? And yet the ooly kind of man I could ever 
want . . . won't ever want me! 

I wish I hadn't b^un to think these thoughts. 
Still more do I wish I hadn't made them become 
clearer by writing them down. It makes the world 
seem so mean and lean. There ought to be grander 
men than Ruddington — men who would spurn honeyed 
sloth with dolls like Susan — men who would exult at 
the challenge of a proud, high-spirited woman as 
climbers exult at the white blaze of the Jungfrau, as 
hunters exult at the roaring of a desert lion, as soldiers 
exult at the sight of a strong city set on a hill. But, 
alas for this shrunken, sluggish, poverty-stricken time, 
when I, poor I, who am so far short of being a heroine, 
must begin to regard myself as a Brynhild doomed to 
virgin sleep because the Siegfrieds are all too timid 
and too puny to leap through the small fires of my will 
and my pride. 

Four o'clock. 

These worries have been too much for my nerves. 
I feel all overstrung, as if a little thing would make me 
break down and cry. 
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For example, just now I went into Susan's room to 
make sure that she had taken me out of her frame. I 
find that, instead of taking me out, she*s left me in, and 
taken out Ruddington. There I am, staring across the 
hinges at an empty oval. 

Last time I saw the frame it had both of us in it, 
and Susan's room was warm and brilliant with floods of 
morning sunshine. But, just now, her room was chill 
and dim. The paper background of the empty oval 
showed up ghostly white. 

I walked to the mantelpiece, and gazed at my own 
photograph. Instead of looking Uke one half of a 
happy honeymoon couple, I looked like a girl-widow 
staring at a shroud. Outside, in the sunless garden, a 
gust of wind smote a leafy apple-branch against the 
window, like a slap of a hand; and at the same mo- 
ment a great dreariness, an utter loneliness, fell like a 
blight, Uke a frost, like a black shadow, on my soul. 

I have come back to my own room, where it is 
more cheerful. But I see that I have written too much 
to-day in this book. Since sunrise this morning I must 
have written two or three hours. No wonder I am 
morbid and dumpy! 

I swear an oath. Whatever happens, and what- 
ever Susan may report, not another word will I write 
to-day. 
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Thursday morning, in the summer-house, 

I hate to think of yesterday. Hitherto I have 
hogged a fond belief that my nerves were of sted. Yet 
the trivial shock of Gibson's chase, coming on top of 
my early rising, bowled me over for the rest of the 
day. 

It is humiliating to read all the stuff I wrote in this 
book — the feverish retrospects, prospects, introspects. 
After I had skimmed through it ^s morning, I nearly 
vowed to lock it up and not write another word until 
I am back in England. But, if I don't jot them in a 
diary, I mix up dates so frightfully. 

For example, I was trying the other night to re- 
member the three days when Ruddington saw me with 
Susan. While Alice was with me, I let this book slide; 
and the result is I can't recall being with Susan once 
except at the post-*of][ice; and Susan declares that 
Ruddington's photograph isn't the least like the young 
man who stared at her in a dark green suit 

I don't even r^nember whare Susan was while he 
was feasting his eyes on her through the pillars of the 
monument Perhaps she sat behind Alice and me. Or 
did she sit with the servants? It's tantalising to think 
that perhaps I've seen him, and perhaps stared back at 
him, and that if s all slipped out of my mmd. 

So I sha'n't stop entering things in this journal. But 
/ mean to enter them more curtly. 
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Luckily there isn't much to write about Susan and 
Gibson, even if I were disposed to write it Susan* 
didn't come back till half-past four. Until after dinner 
she avoided the subject; and it was only when I was 
mounting to a very early bed that I asked any questions. 

"Well, Susan," I said, "and what have you done 
\nth poOT Gibson?" 

"Pve sent him home, miss." 

"To England?" 

"Oh no, miss. To Grandpont" 

"He had to go to Grandpont whether you sent 
him there or not," I said. "But didn't you give him 
an answer?" 

Susan had replied to my questions rapidly and 
defiantly; but, without any warning, she sat down plump 
on the top stair with the candlestick in her lap, and 
sobbed the plentifullest and heartiest sobs of all her 
many sobbings since Ruddington wrote his first letter. 
Overwrought as I was, I wonder that the imexpected- 
ness and oddity of it did not drive me into hysterical 
laughter. I controlled myself only by speaking to Susan 
roughly. 

"Get up, you silly creature!" I said. "Georgette 
will hear you, and madame! Whafs the matter?" 

"O Miss Gertrude," she sobbed, "I know I oughtn't 
to have said the things to Gibson that I did say. I 
oughtn't, I know, I know!" 
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"Then what did you say them for?" 

"It was all his fault, miss, not mine. I oughtn't to 
have said the things I did. But why did he say such 
bitter, cruel, awful things to me?" 

"Pve no idea, Susan," I said, taking the candlestick 
from her lap and leaving her to follow. 

She did not appear till she had dried her eyes and 
regained some composure. When she came into my 
room, her lips were set, and she did not speak. 

"Susan," I explained, "I was sorry to cut you short 
But we mustn't have scenes on the stairs. Besides, to- 
night Fm tired out. Gibson upset me this morning. 
But Pm sorry if you've quarrelled." 

Susan broke down again. 

"I hate him, miss," she cried with a stamp of her 
pretty foot "I sha'n't never forgive him for the things 
he's said to-day. I sha'n't never speak to him again. 
Not a word, miss, not if I live to be a thousand." 

At that I stopped her, and I don't know any more. 

Friday, three o'clock. 

Susan came to me in the summer-house this morn- 
ing, and said firmly: 

"Please, miss, Pve decided." 

Certainly I am out of sorts. As she paused on the 
verge of her announcement, my heart stood still. No 
dovibt the strain and excitement of these three weeks 
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have sapped me and mined me, and Susan's and Gib- 
son's affairs have been so constantly present to my mind 
that I suppose they have become affairs of my own. 
An)^ow, I felt myself chilling ridiculously and going 
pale as Susan spoke. 

"What have you decided?" I asked at last. 

"I have decided," replied Susan in her most im- 
portant manner, "that I will keep company with his 
Lordship for a month. I mean, miss, when we're back 
at Traxelby." 

"You'll take him for a month on trial?" I said, 
jesting feebly. 

"Yes, miss. I don't think I ought to be married to 
him till I'm sure I can put up with him." 

"Of course, Susan," I answered. "But that was 
settled all along. He isn't expecting you at present to 
say that you will marry him. He simply asks whether 
he may come in person and persuade you." 

"Yes, miss," said Susan, colouring charmingly. And 
after thirty seconds she added, "Please, Miss Gertrude, 
I beg pardon, . . . but when shall we go back to 
Traxelby?" 

The prospect vexed me suddenly and enormously. 
I foresaw myself enmeshed for another month in 
ignominious arrangements for the comings and goings 
of the Lord of the Towers to the lady's-maid at the 
Grange. The presentiment of mevvXa^Aa c.OTM^Yca5C^RKsSk 
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and humiliations on my very own territory was too much 
for my patience, and I answered Susan sharply. 

"Really, Susan," I said, "do try to understand that 
I must think about myself a little as well as youf With 
all these worries, I feel as if IVe hardly had three dear 
days at Sainte V^ronique all these three weeks. You 
and Lord Ruddington might be the only people in the 
world!" 

"Fm very sorry, miss," said the bride-elect, com- 
pletely penitent. "I only asked, miss, so that we 
could . . ." 

"Could what?" 

"Put it in the letter, miss." 

"Susan," I inquired, "how have you got on with 
your writing? This letter will be very short Don't you 
think you can manage it yourself? Bring down my 
writing-case and your own pen, and see what you can 
do!" 

"I'll try, miss," she said, most deeply disappointed. 
And she went away. 

When she sat down again by my side I admit that 
Susan astonished me by the speed and the tolerable 
skill with which she executed a fully-addressed envelope. 
But my surprise had a short life. It seems that Susan's 
handwriting exercises have been practically confined to 
the scribing and rescribing, a hundred times, of the 
words "Lord Ruddington" and "Ruddington Towers," 
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But, when she sat face to face with a blank sheet of 
note-paper, ideas, words, and penwomanship alike failed. 
Susan sighed, moaned, squinted, wriggled, ate Ae pen- 
holder, pouted, and finally adorned the middle of the 
paper with a big tear. 

Doubtless it was my duty to transmit that sheet of 
paper, tear-drop and all, to tiie Lord Ruddington so that 
he might frame it in gold and ivory or treasure it in a 
casket of bejewelled silver. But I was quite heartless 
this morning. I snatched the sheet away unkindly, 
crushed it up profanely, and said: 

"You're wasting paper, Susan, and i^^at's worse, 
you're wasting time. Can you do it or not?" 

"No, miss," whimpered Susan. Her shoulders began 
to heave, and she shed two more big tears. 

"Hand me my own pen, then," I said, less harshly, 
"and a clean sheet of paper. You may come back in 
ten minutes to see if what I've written will do." 

"I know it will do, miss," said Susan fervently. "All 
the letters you write, miss, are beautifiil. I don't always 
understand them at first; but when I think them over 
and over after they're posted " 

"Now, run along, Susan," I cut in. "I'll leave the 
letter inside this case in my room. Your own envelope 
will do. Post it if you think it is all right" 

Here is the letter: 



\V 



196 

Dear Lord Ruddincton, — T^mr fme^tint is: Lh 
I coment to ptu or miore inUtviewi heiwuom m om my 
return to England? 

My antwer is: Yes. 

After we have nut, one or the other or koth of us 
may decide that it is better we should not meet again. I 
repeat that you have read too much into my letters, and 
that you have formed expectations concerning me which 
are hound to he disappointed. 

J think our meetings, like this correspondence, ought 
not to be oftener than once a week, and that we ought 
to make up our minds once for all at the end of a month. 
When our return^day is fixed, I must tell all that is in 
my mind to Miss Langley, and must fall in with her 
wishes as to the place and time of meeting. Probably 
she will prefer London to Traxelby. 

I hope to hear that you are well — Yours very 
sincerely, Susan Briggs. 

I can't expect Susan to be over-pleased. To use 
her own old scared phrase, it gives his lordship a chance 
of backing out. But it makes the only arrangements 
that are fair and safe all round. Besides, if Susan 
thinks it is too prudent and cold, she can easily warm 
it up by getting Georgette to shove in an appropriate 
collection of sentimentiferous flowers. 
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Saturday Night, 

This day have coffee'd, read Les Chouans, bathed, 
lunched, read more Chouans, walked to the village, 
dined, read more Chouans, and am just going to bed. 

Sunday Night, 

There was a letter for Susan this morning, with the 
Grandpont postmark. She regarded Gibson's writing 
on the envelope with darkling brows, and thrust the 
packet unopened into her pocket. 

So far as Gibson is concerned, I am not exactly 
delighted with the situation. He ought to go home. 
But I can't tell him so. When the new Lady Rudding- 
ton begins her reign at the Towers, Gibson will hardly 
enjoy life at the Grange. I shall feel his leaving very 
much. But I'm getting used to Ruddington's wrecking. 
He's wrecked my holidays, he's stealing Susan, and I 
suppose I must spend the autumn watching him smash 
up my whole household. In any case, I mustn't com- 
mand or persuade Gibson to leave Grandpont so long 
as he thinks that a smattering of motor-mending will 
help him in his next place. 

I can't guess what the poor lad has written to 
Susan or how she is going to take it. But love and 
hate, even the loves and hates of poor and simple 
pec^le, come home to me so vividly here at Sainte 
Veronique, that I cant help feeling iii\s^i^\^ w^x ^^- 
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son's trouble. With the undimmed sun shining down 
from a cloudless heaven on the endless waters and the 
immeasurable uplands, such elemental verities as love 
and life and death seem to be at home. 

It was to B^rigny that I went for Mass. The cure 
spoke to me afterwards, as I was sitting under the 
shadow of the Calvary. He is a simple soul; but he 
talked with spirit and intelligence about his Church and 
his country. I found him still smarting under the well- 
meant fussiness of two old maids from Bournemouth 
who were at the Hotel du Dauphin last month. It ap- 
pears that they distributed Evangelical tracts in French, 
wherein the present troubles of the Church in France 
were explained as a divinely appointed punishment of 
Popery and as a divine call to the French people to 
embrace Scriptural truth. The curi spoke with fine 
scorn of that British sectarian animosity which hates the 
Pope ten times worse than the Devil. And he confirmed 
what I had learned from the more blatant Paris journals 
— that the so-called campaign against clericalism is at 
heart a campaign against Christianity, and not only 
against Christian dogma, but even against many ancient 
precepts of Christian morals. More. He confirmed 
what I have myself read in the speeches of deputies and 
even of Ministers — that Ae attack is not merely against 
Christianity, but against the whole idea of supernatural 
jreligion, and that it is avowedly an attempt to estabUsh 
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a lay state, a purely secular community trained from 
childhood to believe that all religion is superstition and 
that human science alone can teach men how to live 
and die. 

After the curi went home to break his fast, I still 
lingered in the churchyard. A new plank-monument 
had been raised during the week over a new tomb; and 
its jet-black letters on a snow-white ground reminded 
me of the resolve I had made to offer a De Profundis 
for the faithful dead. 

I found the place in my paroissien, and said the 
opening words aloud. The sound of my own voice in 
that sunny field of death frightened me, and I stopped. 
I began again, reading to myself. But it was of no 
use. I couldn't go on. 

When it comes to downright earnest, you can't skip 
from one religion to another. Lost in a crowd one can 
coquet with another religion, tolerate it, even enjoy its 
unfamiliar ancient ritual. But, with my De Profundis 
it was different I couldn't shed my Protestantism like 
an old cloak in the twinkling of an eye. 

Not that I felt, as I sat down again on the plat- 
form of the Calvary, that praying for the dead was 
false doctrine and superstitious error. I dared not say 
it was true; but still less dared I say that it was false. 
I thought of the two old maids from Bournemouth, their 
half-knowledge, their meddling; and I feU. vt ^Q\iJA\ifc^ 
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at the very least, an unpardonable impertinence to oSet 
doubting prayers for needs that I could only half under- 
stand. 

I ought to have remembered the Ancient Mariner; 
how, with a heart as dry as dust, seven days, seven 
nights, he stood alone on a wide, wide sea with Death; 
how, at last, he watched liie water-snakes, coiling and 
swimming, blue, glossy green, and velvet black, in the 
shadow of the ship; how a spring of love gushed from 
his heart and he blessed them unaware; and how, the 
self-same moment, he could pray. 

With me it was the other way about At Berigny 
this morning I began with faith and ended with un- 
faith. I went* to pray and came away to doubt. 
Hardly had I clasped my book and resolved that it 
would be bad taste to pray, before a shadow fell upon 
all things. The light of the sun was broad and bright; 
but, within me, there grew a bleak wonder that anyone 
should be able to believe in God. 

I mean the Christian's God, of course. If He is 
truly identical with the eternal Cause of the universe 
and yet yearns for man's love and worship, how can his 
heart be content that his right arm should hang idle 
while puny unbelievers are closing his temples and 
muzzling his messengers? 

I looked along the wooded ravine where the beck 
chatters down to Sainte Veronique, with Grandpont 



SAINTE VERONIQUE. 20I 

spire away to the right, and I thought of Susan and 
Ruddington and Gibson. If God's dehght is in the 
virtuous happiness of men and women, why this hate- 
ful tangle? Perhaps it was a blasphemous thought; 
but the tangle was so cruel, so useless, so cunning, that 
it seemed to require an omnipotent Devil for its ex- 
planation. 

The cruelty of it brought tears to my eyes. I 
thought, for the first time, of a coincidence that 
deepened the wrong. Susan, Ruddington, and I — we 
are all orphans. As for Gibson, if he has parents it is 
fifteen years since they made a sign. Each one of us 
robbed before we could speak, or think, or remember, 
of a mother's care and love; and, for compensation, 
Gibson cheated of love altogether, Susan beloved where 
she cannot love, Ruddington loving with no love to 
answer! 

I thought of myself If the Christian's God is one 
with the Upholder of all things, his was the lightning 
which struck the old Grange and slew my father and 
mother as they slept. Where are they to-day? Are 
they annihilated, body and soul — as dead as stones on 
the beach? Or do their spirits wander wearily in pro^ 
fundis bowed under the burden of new sorrows, awful 
and unknown? 

Yes. I thought of myself. Except grannie, who 
was fifty years my senior, who has ^\^\ \qs^^ tssr. 
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dearly, whom have I ever dearly loved? No one. Not 
even Alice, though we have been good chums. 

I resolved on Thursday never again to think the 
thoughts I thought before the glass. But thoughts will 
not be denied. In the churchyard this morning, as I 
sprang up and paced among the graves, a hot, vast, 
rebellious anger nearly drove me mad. To-day I knew 
that I was made for love — for a love inmiense as the 
sea, everlasting as the hills, more splendid than the 
sun. Why has it been written that love must pass 
me by? 

So I did not say a De Profundis. I know that 
God exists; but the depths seemed too deep for him to 
pity and the heights too high for him to hear. I 
clanged the churchyard gate behind me harshly; and 
it was in vain that the jet-black letters on the snow- 
white plank of the new grave whispered: "If you 
please." 

Monday, 2.45 p.m. 

Susan is behaving strangely, and I don't like it 

There is a letter from Ruddington. When it ar- 
rived, Susan made no secret of it; but she has neither 
shown it to me nor mentioned it, although she has been 
with me all the morning. 

In one sense I grant that it is Susan's letter, not 
minej and that she is under no obligation to let me 
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read a line. But, in another sense, it is as much mine 
as hers. The letters Ruddington writes are answers to 
my letters, not Susan's. The Susan he thinks about 
and writes to is no longer the palpable Susan with 
whom he fell in love at Traxelby. He has a new 
Susan, a composite Susan, a Susan who never was and 
never will be, a Susan idealised as much from my let- 
ters as from his recollections of her face. If Susan, at 
last, feels competent to compose and write her replies, 
well and good. But she should say so. To take back 
the whole affair into her own hands without a word is 
rather cool. Not that I care one jot about what Rud- 
dington has written. But I do feel rather sick about 
Susan's uncouthness. After the pains I've taken, it is 
so monstrously imgrateful. 

Bedtime, 

Susan drifted down the garden path about three 
o'clock, and came to anchor beside my chair. She 
began turning up the gravel with her toe. 

"He wrote this morning, miss," she said suddenly. 

"I know, Susan," I said, "I saw the envelope." 

Susan went on furrowing the gravel. 

"Would you like to read it, miss?" she asked. 

"Perhaps there's no necessity," I answered a little 
stiffly. "Perhaps you can manage the reply your- 
self." 
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"I wish you would read it, miss," she said, after a 
very long pause. 

"Where is it?" 

"Upstairs, miss." 

"Then how can I read it?" 

"Please, miss," said Susan coyly. "I don't like to 
show it you. It's so loving." 

"Indeed," I said. "Then be sure you don't worry 
me with it unless you find you can't answer it" 

"Yes, miss," said Susan. 

She went back to the hotel with a clouded face. 

The afternoon dragged. To tell the truth, I wanted 
to see his letter inmiensely. Yet how could I? To 
have read it out of mere curiosity would have been like 
peeping through a hedge at an unsuspecting pair of 
sweethearts, or like eavesdropping behind some Lovers' 
Seat. Still, it was terribly tantalising to have the door 
of the playhouse slammed in my face just as the piece 
was getting exciting. I tried to read, work, walk about, 
write; but in vain. All I could do was to think, re- 
member, anticipate, dream, till I felt like the loneliest 
of lonely outcasts. Ruddington's love-affair, which had 
been so silly and worrying and tiresome, suddenly be- 
came as warm and homely, and bright and cosy as a 
Christmas hearth; and I felt like a friendless orphan 
wandering outside in the gloom and the cold. 

By six o'clock I was so deep in the dumps that I 
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positively made some sort of a weather-remark to the 
enormous, silent Frenchman who has been here a week. 
I hadn't guessed that he was a mountain of shyness. 
At my voice he jumped, flushed crimson, knocked over 
his wine, choked, and nearly frightened me out of my 
wits before he could utter an intelligible word. Georgette 
was sulky about the spilt claret; and, from merely feel- 
ing solitary, I went on to the knowledge that I was 
roundly hated. 

When I came up to my room, an hour ago, I found 
Susan had left Ruddington's letter imder my blotting- 
pad. Envelope and contents were so flat and un- 
cnmipled that I hardly think they have been cherished 
next to Susan's wildly-beating heart. Ruddington says: 

Suzanne, all mine, — As ever, I love, honour and 
obey. Take a month, if you will, before you speak the 
word. But I have settled it with the stars in their 
courses what the word must be. For ever, everywhere, 
you are Suzanne, all mine. 

In her neighbourly good^nature and excellent wis' 
dom. Miss Langley may choose for our meeting-place, 
Traxelby or London, or the Equator or the North Pole, 
or Sainte V^ronique or the New Moon, or the summit 
of Mont Blanc or Ruddington Towers, or a coral island, 
or the Bottomless Pit, or the top of the Monument, or 
any other square yard she pleases. So long as Suzanne 
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is there in the midst, the arid, uorching heat of thi 
Sahara wiU he Eve's garden refreshed and guarded by 
the four streams of Paradise. 

Suzanne has promised that she will come an inch to 
meet me. She will never turn bach alone. 

But let not Suzanne mistake this perfect confidence of 
mine for vanity. I believe thai Suzanne will run to be 
all mine, not because she gives herself lightly {for where 
is there a prouder than Suzanne ?) and not because I am 
handsome, or desirable or magnetic. I am not magnetic, 
I am not desirable, I am not handsome. No. I believe 
that Suzanne must be all mine because I am all hers; 
because it is unthinkable that she should come close to 
the blaze of such a love as mine without herself taking 
fire. 

Unless the Devil is torturing the world, such love as 
mine for Thee implies, requires, compels an equal love of 
thine for Me. 

What a Suzanne this is, who is all mine/ When 1 
recall her face as I saw it in Traxelby church, what a 
wonderful, beautiful Suzanne! But, when I read her 
letters, I cry again, with threefold gratitude: what a 
beautiful, wonderful Suzanne! Her pride is as fine as 
the curl of a rose leaf; but her sweetness, like the rose's 
perfume, hovers over it all. 

Not that Suzanne thinks that she has ever revealed 
iersei/ in her letters. She believes that she has veiled 
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herself in veils of prudence and reserve. But my eyes 
have found her out — have found her, more beautiful for 
her dissembling, like a great bright star hiding in the 
Milky Way, 

Suzanne, it is no use hiding any longer. The hour 
has come for shining out without a cloud between. Do 
not wait for our meeting. Write to me, just once, with' 
out distrust of yourself or of me, I have obeyed, have I 
not, in all things? Reward me at last. Pour out your 
heart, even if it be abrim with fears. 

When she reads this, prudent Suzanne will be moved 
to answer that I am taking too long and sudden a leap, 
and that I am skipping over two or three seemly stages. 
She will say that she has written nothing which I have 
the right to answer with a love-letter like this. 

But this is not an answer to Suzanne's letter. It is 
an answer to her flower, Ruddington, 

In a comer of the envelope I found something which 
his Lordship's wonderful, beautiful Susan has overlooked. 
It was a petal of a creamy rose. Poor Ruddington! 
And to think that it is nobody's fault. 

Tuesday at sunrise. 
How can I write it? 

Only because, if I write it not, my brain will turn, 
my heart wHl break. 
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I love Ruddington. 

For days and weeks I have lied to myself, I have 
lied to this book. With my wits I have parried the 
truth; but in the heart of my heart, ever since the day 
I took his portrait in my hand, I have known. 

As I have looked for his writing by every post, I 
have known. As I have read his letters, grave or gay, 
I have known. As I have sat replying, I have known. 
Every hour of every day, by the sea, in the garden, in 
this room, I have known. 

When I saw his portrait facing mine, I knew. When 

I saw his place empty in the frame, I knew oh, 

how hungrily! And when I sat on Sunday, bitter- 
hearted, under the B^rigny Calvary, I knew. 

Yet God knows how I have fought it, how I have 
held it down even out of my own sight. And God 
knows how, according to my light, I have striven to do 
my duty by Susan, and by Gibson, and by them all. 

My poor wits are too weary. They can parry the 
truth's bright, cruel thrusts no more. 

So, before I tear this book into tatters and bum it 
till not a letter of his name remains, once for all I will 
confess. I love Ruddington. I fell asleep last night 
with his rose-leaf, my stolen rose-leaf, under my pillow. 
I dreamed a dream of peace — a peace as sweet and 
strong as death. I dreamed I was at rest within his 
arms. And I awoke in the loneliness of the rainy 
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daybreak, holding out my hands to him and murmuring 
his name. 

Tuesday, 2 p,m, 

I shall bum this book. But not to-day. 

The world seems hushed, remote, unreal. To-day, 
I seem to belong, not to Life, but all to Love and 
Death. 

As soon as the sim had conquered the mist, we 
went down, Susan and I, to bathe. The tide was high, 
with warm boisterous waves. Perhaps I went out too 
far, or breasted the rude buffeting too long. 

Without warning, my strength forsook me. I half 
swooned in the water. The undertow drew my feet 
away from their hold on the ribbed sand, and, at the 
same moment, a towering, craggy wave broke with a 
shattering crash full over me. 

Involuntarily, by the animal impulse of a creature 
clinging to life, I raised a foolish cry which filled my 
mouth with water; I threw up foolish hands, and 
straightway began to sink. But, instantly, calm and 
self-control returned. The great waters were chanting 
in my ears. 1 even opened my eyes and looked up 
through the green crystal at the noonday sun — a round, 
moonlike sun, mild and cool and kind. 

I believed it was the end. Death was all round me 
and under me and over me, like tiv^ %^2l» ^ns^-V^-^^ 

Susan, "V \ 
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not afraid. Till Death was near, I had not dreamed 
that he could be so sweet. To sink down, down, down 
in his arms was not a frightful descent into horror; it 
was a gentle settling into unutterable peace. 

But it was not to be. For the present I belong to 
Life, who is so niggardly and cruel^ not to Love who is 
so lavish, or to Death who is so kind. Susan had seen 
me collapse; and when a thunderous wave swung me 
towards her she plucked me from its grasp. 

Susan does not know that Death has laid his lips 
on mine and that I have looked into his pitiful eyes. 
She thinks I merely lost my footing, and she knows 
nothing of the swoon. But she says I look ill and 
shaken; and I do believe she has forgotten her own 
affairs in mine. 

At Sunset, 

Susan won't let me leave my room. She has guessed 
that this morning's affair was more serious than a mere 
swallowing of salt water, and she insists that I am an 
invalid for the rest of the day. 

Georgette has made a crackling wood-fire. The 
logs rest on quaint old iron dogs and, in one sense, the 
blaze is cheerful. In another sense it is depressing. 
The sun has set early, and these logs are the funeral 
pyre of summer. 

Everybody is so kind. Georgette set a table be- 
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tween &e hearth and the window, and madame has 
sent up such a poulet en casserole as I have never tasted 
before. Dupoirier chose out a Burgundy, dry and bold 
and strong. 

Now that I feel so much better, I know that I was 
ill. Before dinner, I lay down on my bed and slept 
two unrestful hours. I dreamed that I was climbing 
toilfiilly up a stony path between ruinous walls and 
close-grown ancient thorns. I climbed in a light that 
was neither of the night nor of the day: in the wan and 
chilly light of a moon-like sun such as I had seen 
through the water. And, all the time I climbed, I knew 
that he was near. Thrice I saw him through the briers, 
and once he called my name: but he was always at the 
other side of the wall. 

I dreamed much more. But though I couldn't help 
dreaming, I can help recalling it all, I can help writing it 

Yet what can I do if I don't write? I can't get to 
close grips with a book. The end of Les Chouans is 
too beautiful, too sorrowful, and I've no one to talk to, 
save Susan. Susan has been an angel all day: but I 
couldn't talk to her just now. I will go to bed. 

Midnight. 

The house is quiet as the graye. 
I cannot sleep. Perhaps the fire was too restless 
and bright. 
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The room is so warm that I am sitting without even 
a dressing-gown, just as I slipped out of bed- I have a 
plan of wooing sleep. 

I am going to write to Ruddington. Not a reply on 
behalf of Susan. Not a letter that will ever be posted. 
Not a letter that any eye save mine shall ever see. 
Once, just this once, because I am sleepless, and shaken, 
and worn, and unhappy, I will let myself go. For half 
an hour, he shall be mine. .His rose-leaf, my stolen 
rose-leaf, shall lie by my hand. To-morrow ... the 
fire for what I write to-night And for me — to-morrow 
and all the morrows after it — no lookmg back to this 
hour, no brooding, no idle regret, nothing save the quest 
of forgetfulness. 

This is what I write — the first and last love-letter of 
my life: 

Saint Veronica's, 
at dead of night. 

Beloved y — You bid me write to you Just once with' 
out distrust either of myself or of you. You hid me pour 
out all my heart, 

I obey. Once — this once — / will speak to you as I 
have never spoken before, as I can never speak again. 

You have seen me, in the flesh, three times, treading 

the solid ground, breathing the summer air. Yet you do 

/to/ love me, I have seen you only in a portrait: and I 
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love you as wildly, as eternally, as immeasurably as you 
believe you love poor Susan, I know it all through my 
soul: and, as you wrote in your first letter, there can 
never be anyone in the world for me save you. 

Your portrait was the beginning. How I can have 
been near your own very self those three times in Eng' 
land without turning to you as a flower turns to the 
sun, without answering you as deep answers deep, I do 
not know. Perhaps my heart did turn, my soul did answer. 
But, for my consciousness, the portrait was the beginning. 
And what your portrait began your letters have carried on. 

You say that poor Susan's mind is even more beauti' 
ful and wonderful than poor Susan's face, Alas, how 
cruelly you are deceived, how rudely you must be 
awakened/ But with Thee, Beloved, it is thy mind 
that makes me love Thee most. Although I have 
wandered only a few steps along its margin, I know that 
a long lifetime would not suffice me to explore that 
goodly land with its sunny fields, its merry brooks, its 
great deeps, its peaks piercing the clouds of heaven. 

Yes, Beloved, thy mind is beautiful and wonderful. 
And yet it has deceived you. At the sight of a pretty 
face, you bent like a reed under an immense infatuation 
which you think is love. It is the tragedy of your life 
and mine. Beloved, that we, whom God made one for 
another, must go our separate ways, you with your in" 
fatuation, J with my love^ 
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Doubtless, before long, we shall meeU You will feel 
the delicacy of my position, you will be considerate, 
grateful, kind. And I must sit and smile and put you 
at your ease, while all. the time my heart will be crying: 
This is the man who should have loved me! 

To-morrow all will be changed. This hour of self* 
revelation will belong to the past, never to have a sue* 
cessor. But to-night I have let myself go. If you were 
here at this moment, your infatuation should melt and 
vanish before my love, like hoar-frost before a raging 
fire. You should go down on your knees, you should 
prostrate yourself at my feet, imploring pardon for your 
ignoble truancy and for your treason against love. But I 
would make haste to forgive you. Beloved, and to raise you 
up, and to throw myself against your heart into your arms. 

I send you back your rose-leaf. It has lain by me 
as I have written, and I will keep nothing to remind me 
of this hour. So I send it back — not as it came, for it 
is heavy with a kiss. 

The sand has run out in the glass. My hour is 
ended. When I have laid down my pen, I shall weep. 
And, when I have wept, perchance I shall sleep and love 
you dreaming as you will never love me waking, FarevtyelL 

I laid down my pen five minutes ago. I take it up 

again to say that I have not wept and that I cannot sleep. 

What a letter I have written — what a slow-footed. 
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cold-blooded, low-pulsed, nerveless, schoolgirlish scribble 1 
Will the fire be able to bum it, I wonder, or will it 
put the fire out like an annful of damp green boughs? 

No, I can't sleep. My very contempt for what I 
have written has awakened me in every fibre. 

I am not ill now. I have never been so well before 
in my life. A moment ago I looked at myself in the 
glass. The picture enchained me. I stood with the 
torch-like brass candlestick held high. My uplifted arm 
was bare as far as the deep lace at my elbow. My 
eyes shone, my hair fell all about me, almost to my 
knees. In contrast, my feet were like two lilies, my 
neck was like a swan's. And, as I gazed, another veil 
was withdrawn from the mystery of life. By the light 
of the candle I saw my own cheeks glow red, as it was 
revealed to me what it will mean to live without love. 
What Fate denies me is not only communion with a 
kindred spirit I, too, am flesh and blood. 

Let Susan and Ruddington thank their stars that I 
was brought up gently, christianly, instead of wickedly, 
selfishly, in the passion-fraught air of a worldly home. 
Let them thank their stars that the devil in me has 
been laid, that the tigress in me has been tamed. If 
Ruddington were here to-night, if Susan came running 
hither through that door, how small a thing could sting 
me past control and rouse me to overwhelm them under 
my proud anger and pitiless lovel I co\i\d d."^^\cL^ 
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china shepherdess into a thousand pieces. I could 
compel him to forsake all and follow me to the end 
of the world. 

A memory rises up suddenly and makes me laugh 
bitterly. Susan at Traxelby. How I smiled at her 
melodramatics when she knelt down in an agony of 
fear and made me swear that I would not take him 
away from her! But I have sworn, and I may not repent 

Enough, far more than enough, of this. It is mad, 
it is sickly, it is contemptible. No more of it, to-night 
or ever. I will get back into bed, and lie snug, and 
read till morning. 

Wednesday i noon: in bed. 

I feel bruised all over, strengthless, stunned. 

Susan woke me at ten o'clock. Les Ckouans had 
fallen to the floor and the candle at my bedside had 
burned down to its socket. 

Susan says that she came in at seven with no less 
noise than usual. But I was sleeping so soundly that 
she didn't like to wake me before ten. 

While she was propping me up with pillows and 
pouring out the coffee, I looked round the room and 
my heart stood still. 

The letter to Ruddington was gone. 

My cheeks turned whiter than the sheets, Susan 
caught mQ in her arms. 
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"O Miss Gertrude, no, no!" she wailed, "I couldnt 
bear it." 

She thought I was going to die. I opened my eyes 
and tried to speak. But Susan wailed on. 

"It's my fault, miss, all mine. You're so good to 
me, miss, I ought to have known. I ought to have 
said, 'Don't bother about his lordship, miss, till you're 
well and strong.' But I didn't think. I'm too selfish, 
miss. O Miss Gertrude, to think you were sitting up 
writing and writing all that, and me snug and warm in 
bed!" 

"Susan," I said feebly, asking the question in terror, 
"what have you done with it?" 

"It's gone, miss," answered Susan, with the prompt 
heartiness of one who breaks good news and administers 
consolation. "So you don't need to worry your head 
about it any more." 

"Gone?" I echoed, in a voice as thin as a ghost's. 

"Yes, miss. Madame was going to Grandpont in 
the omnibus. She asked me if we had any letters for 
the early post And O Miss Gertrude, it was perfectly 
lovely! I can't never thank you enough. I couldn't 
understand it all through; but it was so lovely, it made 
me cry.'' 

I lay still i)dth closed eyes. When Susan held the 
coffee to my lips, I drank. When she drew away the 
extra pillows and settled the bedclotivi^'^ co^^ \^>^sA 
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me, I did not resist. Indeed, I did not say another 
word. Susan thinks I am asleep. 

I ought to be up and doing. But doing what? I 
ought to be hot, angry, ashamed, full of resolves and 
plans. But I am lying here, despite the shocks and 
bruises, subdued, at rest, strangely imperturbable. 
Can it be that I am happy because, while I have 
played fair with Susan, I have been suffered once, just 
once, to speak in his ear and to send him a rose-leaf 
with a kiss? 

I have thought it all out. Did Susan sign the 
letter? Even if it has gone without her name, it doesn't 
matter. He cannot guess that it is mine. 

At first I shuddered at recollecting the bits about 
"poor Susan." But, again, it doesn't matter. He will 
take it that Susan has written "poor Susan" instead of 
"I," just as he himself writes "prudent Suzanne" in- 
stead of "you." 

He will read it to-morrow morning. It will puzzle 
him. But the task of interpreting it will delight his 
fanciful, super-subtle mind. I can predict his reading 
of the riddle. He will take it that Susan, in her won- 
derful, beautiful soul, is comparing her angelic love 
with his very human infatuation. He will picture her 
more exquisite and spiritual and poetical than ever. 
But it is my kiss that he will cull from the curling lip 
of that pale rose. 
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BOOK IV. 

LA VILLA DE LA MER. 

Thursday night. 

I AM not Number 3 at Dupoirier's hotel any more. 
I am a householder; and mistress, until Sunday morning, 
of the Villa de la Mer. 

I am writing in my new bedroom. The French 
windows open on a broad wooden balcony facing the 
sea. The furniture is brand new — as new as the 
villa garden, with its glaring paths of chalk-chippings 
bordering an oblong of wiry grass and lean, shivery 
shrubs. 

If Ruddington rode into Derlingham, he would get 
the letter this morning, about a quarter to ten. At 
half-past two a telegram arrived at the Hdtel du 
Dauphin, addressed to Susan. Happily, he had the 
tact to hand it in at Miller's Bridge where Susan isn't 
known. Susan brought the unopened message to me 
with a scared face. I took it, and this is what I read 
aloud: 
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To Miss Briggs» 
Hotel du Dauphin, 
Sainte Veronique, 
France. 

/ am crossing to-night, and shall reach Sainte Ve'rO' 
nique to-morrow at 6 p.m, 

Rl/DDINGTON. 

Susan snatched the paper out of my hand with a 
cry of dismay. 

"O miss!" she moaned, letting it fall on the grass, 
"whatever shall we do?" 

I was struck dumb. 

"Whatever shall we do?" she cried again. "O Miss 
Gertrude, he mustn't come! I can't bear it I must 
send him a telegram at once. I must!" 

Too much staggered to answer, I looked at her 
blankly. She collapsed on the rustic seat by my side, 
covered her face with her pretty new French apron, 
and went off into an old-fashioned, uncontrollable fit of 
weeping. 

To the sound of her sobs, I tried to decide what 
course was best. Susan's plan of an immediate tele- 
gram commanding him to stop at home seemed good 
at first But I glanced at his words again, and all 
doubt vanished. I knew that Susan might as well tell 
to-morrow's sun not to rise, to-morrow's tides not to 
flow, as tell Ruddington that to-morrow he must not 
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invade Sainte Veronique. Nor could I blame him, or 
wonder at him. With such a letter as mine in his 
hand, I should have despised him if he had not flown 
on the wings of the wind. 

"Stop crying, Susan," I said. And, with a bitter- 
ness which she did not understand, I added, "It is I 
who should be upset, not you." 

"Yes, miss, I know, miss," sobbed Susan. "With 
you so ill and weak, it's horrible, it's dreadful!" 

"I don't mean that, Susan," I said. "But do you 
think I like his coming here? First it was Gibson, and 
now it's Lord Ruddington." 

She turned on me white with terror. 

"I know, I know, oh I know. Miss Gertrude!" 
she crooned, wringing her hands. "What if Gibson 
meets him, miss? They'll fight, and they'll both be 
kiUed!" 

"Don't talk nonsense," I said irritably; "if they 
killed each other, at least we should have some peace. 
As for sending a telegram, what's the good? He's niade 
up his mind. Very likely he has started. If so, tto 
power on earth will turn him back again." 

"Do you think, miss ?" began Susan. 

"Think what?" 

"Your letter, miss ... my letter. Do you think 
that perhaps it was too . . . loving?" 

"And what if it was?" I retorted. "Hfc'^ %Q^ ^^ 
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letter by now, hasia't he? He's got it, and it can't be 
altered." 

Susan wept afresh. 

"O miss!" she moaned. "If only we was at Traxelby 
I wouldn't mind. But it's dreadful!" 

A plan occurred to me. 

"Wait here," I said, "while I go and speak to 
madame." 

Within a quarter of an hour it was all arranged. 
I told madame that an Englishman from the next parish 
to my own would arrive to-morrow night. Madame is 
the pink of propriety; and she had nothing but approval 
for my scheme of taking Susan and Georgette to the 
Villa de la Mer for the time of Ruddington's stay. I 
took it upon myself to declare that the new-comer will 
go away again on Sunday; and I am not sure that I 
shall allow him to remain so long. 

The Dupoiriers had made the villa beautifully sweet 
and clean in the hope of attracting one more end-of- 
the-season tenant. There was hardly anything that 
needed to be done. Madame has sent down a great 
hamper of linen, and two baskets of provisions, and a 
pudgy little baby cask of cider. And here we are. 

Already the change has done me good. Sitting on 
the broad balcony, between two tubs of bushy, bright- 
leaved euonymus, I am so near the sea that, at the top 
of the tide, the spray kisses my cheeks. To come here 
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W2L& an inspiration, every way. From a house of my 
own, I can manage to-morrow's happenings. To be 
mistress of a house helps me to be once more mistress 
of myself. These wholesome, hearty breezes will blow 
away the morbid nightmares of yesterday and the days 
before. I mean to go back to where I stood a week 
ago. That is to say, having done my duty by Susan, 
I mean to stand aloof and look on at the last act of 
the comedy. 

All this afternoon I have been healthily awake, and 
now I am healthily drowsy. To-night I shall be like a 
child in a cradle, with the big soft sea cooing me to 
sleep. 

Friday morning. 

If ever I cross to Sainte V6ronique again, I shall 
come to the Villa and not to the hotel. Last year, I 
hated the sight of the Villa standing up gaunt and 
shadeless, with raw red walls, and a cold muddy-blue 
slate roof But, once inside, you are cheerfuUer than 
in the hotel. 

There's another and a stronger reason. What was' 
it that demoralised me at the hotel and made me such 
an easy prey to mawkish fancies? It was because I 
had nothing to do, nothing to supervise. The Villa is 
only a big doll's-house; but its toy duties and its miniature 
responsibilities have stiffened my bacV3DOii>ft ^k^^^. 

Susaff, '^\ 
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I have settled everything about RuddiiigtoiL When 
he readies the hotd, he will find a note from Susan. I 
can't have him worrying us to-ni^it. He must cool his 
ardour till to-morrow. And he mustn't stay longer than 
Sunday. Thirty-six hours of it will be a long enough 
ordeal for poor Susan. All that is needed at this stage 
is that they should come face to face, and, as Susan 
says, decide whether they can put up with one anotho*. 
If he stays more than one dear day, they'll be getting 
to explanations and confidences, and it will all come 
out about my letters. 

Unless there is mutual disenchantment (in which 
event Susan will send him off at once) I will see him 
to-morrow, after lunch. As Susan's guardian, I shall 
have to sit in state and give him a gradous audience, 
while he shyly unfolds his tale of love and proves the 
honourablencss of his intentions. 

I am glad that he is coming. It's far better to get 
it over at Sainte V^ronique than to have to go through 
it all at Traxelby. Besides, it's better that I should 
meet him without any more delay. Distance and mys- 
tery have lent enchantment to my view of him, and 
they are to blame for my three silly nights and days. 
If there are any germs of love-sickness still lurking in 
my veins, I expect a talk with him will kill them. He 
will be unlike his portrait and far more unlike his 
letters. He is just an ordinary male person, gone mad 
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over a pretty face. The only uncommon thing about 
him is that his letters strive, by an ecstatic iour de force, 
to lift an everyday masculine passion up to supra- 
mundane regions. Through a sequence of galling ac- 
cidents, I have bolstered up his illusion. That is why, 
for a few days, there really was a spiritual bond be- 
tween us. But to-morrow will snap it. There is sure 
to be a something. Perhaps he will have a weak voice. 
I could no more endure him with a weak voice than I 
could endure Susan with a gruff one. 

This is the note he will find awaiting him: 

You ought not to come here. But I received your 
telegram too late to stop you, 

I showed the telegram to Miss Langley and she was 
angry. Not angry because you want me. Indeed, so 
soon as she is satisfied that all is as it should be, she 
will help me as much as lies in her power. But she 
was angry that you should come here, 

I have promised to ask you, imperatively, not to 
remain after Sunday, Until that day we shall be at the 
Villa de la Mer, a chalet about a mile from here. 

Do not try to see me to-night, I agree with Miss 
'Langley that it will be best if we meet to-morrow mom* 
ing on the beach at eleven o'clock. I shall expect you 
^t the end of the path down from the hotel, where the 
beck is lost in the shingle. 
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/ can be with you for an hour. If we do not find 
that we are making a mistake. Miss Langley will be 
glad to see you at the Villa at half^past two, 

S. B. 

That is as far ahead as I mean to look. If Susan 
and he strike a bargain at once, I may have to con- 
sider what unbendings I must make and what little 
honours I must render to-morrow night, and Sunday, to 
my noble neighbour and to my Lady Ruddington of the 
very near future. 

I have kept faith with Gibson. To-morrow morning 
he will have a discreet letter, telling him that the un- 
known is coming for a few hours: that he is an honourable 
man; and that Gibson will best serve himself and every- 
body else by keeping out of the way. 

Noon, 

Susan is alternately beaming and weeping like an 
April day. 

Before she t:arried the note up to the hotel to leave 
it for Ruddington^ she was all bright excitement and 
chattering importance. We had quite a gay quarter of 
an hour settling what she should wear on the beach. 
She is going to meet him in her navy-blue serge which 
she has hardly worn, with white, gloves and quite a 
Farisian hat which she lia's l^J^Lftw over from Georgette. 
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It is of soft, fine, blue straw, made cocked-hat-shape, 
with two downy, snow-white wings. 

**What must I do, miss, when he comes up to me?" 
she asked. 

I didn't ask what she meant. Perhaps she thinks 
she ought to bob a curtsy. 

"You won't do anything," I answered. "He will 
come up saying he got your note, or how good it is of 
you to come,. or something like that Don't be too stiff. 
Hold out your hand simply and easily." 

"I was wondering, miss . . ." began Susan. But 
she cut herself short, blushing violently. 

"You were wondering . . .?" I echoed. 

"I was wondering, miss . . . will he want to kiss 
me?" 

I blushed with her. 

"Really, Susan," I said, "you must look after your- 
self." 

"My last letter was so loving, miss," said Susan 
doggedly. 

"It was, and it wasn't," I answered with cunning. 
"The point is this. You've refused Gibson." 

Susan winced. But I went on, 

"You've refused Gibson. And you've made up your 
mind that you will marry Lord Ruddington — if you 
like the look of him when you see him in real life. It's 
your affiair, Susan, not mine. But, as Cot tos&^'s*. , . 
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well, surely he won't offer them and you won't take 
them till you are both decided what you are going 
to do." 

"Then I'll tell him he mustn't, miss," said dutiful 
Susan. 

Later on, she asked: 

"Please, Miss Gertrude, what will he say to 
me?" 

"Dear me, Susan, I might be a witdi. How do I 
know what he'll say to you?" 

She endured my sarcasm. But Susan still believes 
that I know everything. It has never entered her head 
why I wrote that fatal love-letter to Ruddington on 
Tuesday. She accepts it simply as one more proof of 
my all-round efficiency. She wonders at it no more 
than she wonders at my writing adequate letters to my 
solicitor, or banker, or to a tenant. She thinks I know 
all about love, just as I know about law and business— 
as part of a liberal education. 

"I don't mean his very words, miss," she said. "I 
mean, miss, what will he talk about?" 

"For one thing," I replied, glad of the chance, "he'll 
talk about your letters. And that's a point I want to 
mention. Some day a way will be found of making a 
clean breast of everything. But, until I have seen him, 
and he is safely back in England, you mustn't give him 
the faintest shadow of a hint that any of those letters 
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were mine. If you do, there'll be such a muddle that 
I don't see how we can get out of it" 

"I know, miss, I know!" said Susan alarmed. "I 
sha'n't breathe a single word." 

"Don't be too confident," I answered, warming up 
to the business. "You may find it hard work keeping 
it in. He's bound to say a lot of things that you won't 
very well understand. For instance, take that letter I 
wrote on Tuesday night— the loving one, as you call it 
— the one you posted when I was ill. It's too late to 
scold you over it now, Susan; but you oughtn't to have 
rushed it off. We could have written something much 
. more suitable." 

"But it was lovely, miss." 

"It was a great deal too lovely," I said. "He'll say 
all kinds of fancifiil, clever, difficult things to you about 
it My advice, Susan, is this. Don't be stiff; but be 
shy. Don't go out of your depth in talking to him. So 
long as he speaks about things you understand, answer 
him freely. Be as natural and simple as you can. He'll 
like you all the better. But, if he goes too deep, don't 
try to follow. Just hold your tongue. If he bothers 
you and presses you, say you would rather talk about 
it some other time." 

"But he'll find me out some day, miss," said Susan 
doubtfiilly. 

"How do you know there's going to be a some, dv^l 
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Perhaps you won't like him. If so, you'll part, and 
there's an end of it The great thing, Susan, is not to 
worry yourself into a fright If you're scared and 
nervous, you won't look nice. And if you don't look 
nice, he'll be far more disappointed than if you're not 
clever. Now run up to the hotel with this note." 

She departed in good spirits, treading jauntily. But 
when she came back she was limp, hopeless, tearful. 
It has called for all my strategy to elude a scene. I'm 
so glad Georgette is here! She and Susan get on to- 
gether like a house on fire. Georgette is all ears and 
sympathy for every word Susan says, though Susan 
might as well be talking Coptic five-sixths of the time. 
At this minute they are laying the table under the 
balcony, and Susan is in fiiJl flow with her tale of hopes 
and fears. 

Sunsets 

The gold is tarnishing in the sky, and a cold, bitter 
wind is blowing from the sea. 

It has struck six. He will be just arriving at 
madame's. 

The Villa is sunnier and freer than the hotel by day. 
But it is eerie with the fall of night I will have a fire 
and an extra lamp. 

Oh that it were Monday morning, with it all over, 
and Ruddiugton gone! How can I be sure that X have 
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mother-wit, and force, and pride enough to scrape 
through? What if the sight of him fans Tuesday's 
flame instead of quenching the embers? What if I do 
truly love him, after all? What if I break down while 
he is asking me for Susan? 

This useless, restless, shameless pen of mine is my 
ruin. Why do I never learn? Why did I not bum 
this book, days ago, to ashes ? Even as I have sat 
writing these so few lines, the truth has darted out of 
its hiding-place. I can cheat myself no more. 

God has marked me down to receive through my 
heart the sharpest, most venomous arrow of his cruelty. 
I am the chosen vessel of his wrath. I love Rudding- 
ton; and he is close at hand, while the light is dying 
out of heaven, and I am so cold and lonely. He has 
sped over land and sea, on fire with love; and the love 
is not for me. 

The last of the red is gone from the sky. Twelve 
hours before to-morrow's dawn. Twelve hours of sleep- 
less darkness. Twelve hours of solitary vigil to prepare 
me for meeting him to-morrow in the merry sunlight, 
and for draining my cup of bitterness to its black 
dregs. 

I could almost laugh — a laugh as hard as iron, as 
bitter as a black frost If there be saints in heaven, I 
challenge them to look at me now, Co^x^fc, ^qrs^^^^-^^, 



^34 SUSAN. 

I pray you of your charity: a De Ptofundis, if you 
please! 



Seven o'clock. 

No need to wait for to-morrow. It is to be to-night 
It is to be now. 

I shall write this short page to steady my nerves, to 
rally my wits, to cool my blood. 

Something is in the wind. Twenty minutes ago, 
when I told Susan that I should not need her again till 
dinner-time, she made pretence of tidying the room, as 
1 was staring into the fire. She did not know that she 
was reflected in the glass. 

I saw her stand stock-still and gaze at my face with 
the gaze of one who gazes for the last time. She could 
not have gazed at me more desperately, if there had 
been a hangman waiting at the door to take one of us 
away. Suddenly her cheeks shone with a drench of 
tears. She covered her face with her hands, and 
stumbled through the doorway. 

I was sick of scenes. And, with such an anguish as 
mine, I felt a contempt for Susan's mere ups and downs. 
So I pretended not to see or hear, and I didn't follow 
till ten minutes ago. 

Susan is not in the house. 

Georgette says she went out as soon as she came 
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downstairs. She thinks Susan has only gone for a 
breath of sea air before dinner. 

It is outrageous, it is unendurable, it is wicked, it is 
cmeL They are meeting now. 

What . note or what message did Susan leave this 
morning at the hotel? Not mine! I am a fool, a 
simpleton; I have less sense than a Uttle child. 

I can guess the place. It will be on the beach 
between here and the beck. They are meeting now. 
He is holding her in his arms. She will be like potter's 
clay in his hands. His ardent masterfulness will flick 
aside her doubts and fears like grains of sand. Her 
wits will fly away from her like chaff before the wind. 
There will be no Susan there save a girlish form for 
him to hold, a burning face for him to kiss, and a 
childish voice to tell him about me and my letters. 
And to-morrow 

Unendurable is the word. Endure it I will not. I 
refuse to be flouted, and disobeyed, and made a fool of, 
and shamed. 

Susan is my maid. I don't allow followers, whoever 
they may be. Or, rather, I allow them in honest day- 
light, and at times appointed. Not on the sly. Not in 
the dark. 

I am going out. 
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Some time or other, 

I am glad I did not bum this book. It shall stand 
as my golden legend. 

The fire is still lively in the grate, and the two 
lamps are beaming softly. I don't know whether 
it is Friday night or Saturday morning. Satiirday morn* 
ing, I suppose. But no going to bed till all is written 
down. 

I stepped out of the Villa about a quarter past 
seven, and began crunching westward along the stones. 
Rage and hatred were in my heart I almost under- 
stood those men and women who make haste on such 
errands as mine, grasping pistols or cold steel. Tht 
wind was in my face, but I bent into it and sped gtl 
I was not cold. It made me glow to think how I would 
burst upon them, cover them with shame, fling them 
apart, humihate them a thousand times more than they 
should ever humiliate me. . % 

r But rage and hatred did not last : Under the lee 
of a great black boat drawn up on the shingle, I paused 
to take breath. It was warm and still in that little 
patch of shelter, out of the nipping bluster of the wind. 

While I was standing there, looking over the faintly 
gleaming water, a black mantle of doud fell away from 
the moon. The sea became a farrspreading shinmier 
of silver. The little clouds sailed as curly and white 
as feathers from a great sea-bird's breast across the 
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soft blue heaven. A single chime of the Bingoy church 
bell fell from the cliff — a single, silvery chinje as if the 
moonlight had spoken. 

At that holy call, I was bom again. Rage and 
hatred had been strong, but I had not rage enough or 
hatred enough to go on standing up stubbornly against 
all that graciousness and beauty. It melted my heart 
of stone; and I knew it for an impossibility that God 
should be otherwise than beautiful and good. For a 
moment, Ruddington and Susan receded from my mind; 
Or, rather, I thought of them only along with all the 
millions of happy lovers upon whom the same $weet 
moon was smiling. And I blessed them unaware. 

My mind came back to my errand. And then I 
fought the battle. Along the beach I could see the 
trees which shade the path; and, above the swii^ of the 
small waves, I could hear the beck humming loudly in 
its ravine. I was sure that they were there, under that 
green roof, close to that music, in this moonlight made 
for love. The thought burnt me like hot irons, and I 
could have cried aloud. Then the agony was over. I 
had resolved to let them be, to leave them alone with 
their happiness. Rage was tamed, hatred was changed 
to a sad, world-wide pity. But, as I turned wearily 
bac^ to the clouded east, I ached and tingled all over 
like a beaten child. 

At the first crunch of my foot otv iVv^ ^€^J^^^ ^s.\ 
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turned round, someone spraiig towards me from the foot 
of the cliff. 

I cried out in terror. 

He faced me in the moonlight We were only a 
step or two apart It was Ruddington. 

We looked full at one another without speaking. 
And, as I looked, I knew that, though he could not be 
mine in this world, I must be his for ever and ever. 
Then the enormous whiteness of the cliff seemed tx) rock 
before my eyes, and the humming of the beck swelled 
to thunder in my ears. But he caught me before 
I fell. 

"Susan!" he said softly in my ear. His voice 
was warmer and brighter than gold, as he repeated: 
"Susan!" 

I lay helpless in his arms. All strength had gone 
from me, just as it had gone when I half swooned in 
the sea. I could not struggle. I could only let myself 
sink more wholly against his heart, just as I had so 
willingly sunk down, down, down through the cool green 
water to the deep, strong peace of Death. But, though 
Death's caress had been sweet, it was sweeter to rest 
against the warm heart of Love. 

I don't know how long that perfect happiness en- 
dured before a stab of anguish pierced me through. It 
seemed an hour; it may have been a minute; perhaps 
it was less than half a s»tcotvd before full consciousness 
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returned. Then a voice within me cried shame. I re- 
membered that, although I had gazed at his face in the 
broad Hght of the moon, he had only seen mine in the 
shadow. Bitterest of all, it was not my name he had 
murmured in that voice brighter and warmer than gold. 
He had hailed Susan. I was a cheat, a changeling, 
lying shameless in Susan's place. 

I knew it But, for a moment longer, I rested at 
peace in the soft nest of his arms. With all the grey 
years of the future to be lived through in loveless 
loneliness, I deliberately gave myself that one long mo- 
ment. As if he knew that the warmth and sweetness 
of it must last me all my life long, he held me closer 
to his heart. I wished, then, that I could have died. 

Life, harsh Life, cried aloud. I called up some 
sudden strength and tore myself free. 

"I am not Susan," I said. 

He gave the slightest cry, made the slightest retreat 
in the world. Then, before I knew, he enfolded me 
once more. 

"No," he said proudly. "Not Susan. Suzanne — 
ma petite Suzanne. But I frightened her. She is 
trembling. Suzanne, forgive me! I must have been 
mad to leap out upon you like that. But how could 
6he walk along the beach to-night and not expect me 
to be here?" 

I heard him vaguely. He vjac& \oo ^Nxow^ Vs^ 
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me. My will, my moral energy as well as my bodily 
strength^ refused to return at my conmiand. I could 
hardly open my eyes to look up at the mild moon, so 
like the cool, round sun which I had seen from under 
the water. 

"Say you forgive me, Suzanne," he murmured. 
"You are angry with me for coming to France. How 
could I wait, Suzanne, when you had confessed that you 
love me?" 

I wrenched myself roughly free. With a frenzied 
effort of will, I rallied back all my allies of con- 
ventionality and of pride. 

"You have made a mistake," I said curtly, stepping 
away two or three paces. "I am not Susan." 

This time he started violently. But he recovered 
himself in an instant and came towards me with out- 
stretched hands. I sprang back. 

"Susan," he said gravely, "don't jest. For Heaven's 
sake, not now. This is some quaint fancy. You say 
you are not Susan, just as you said my infatuation was 
not love. Forgive me, Susan; but this isn't a time for 
subtleties. You love me; and you know I love you 
more than life. Don't refine or jest now. This moment 
of our first meeting is too great, too sacred. Let us be 
clear and simple, like the moon and the sea." 

"No!" I cried, as he advanced. "How dare you 
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touch me again! It's all a mistake. No doubt, this is 
Lord Ruddington. You are speaking to Miss Langley." 

His arms dropped to his side, and he fell back as 
if I had struck him in the face. I steadied myself with 
one hand against the side of the boat It was a long 
time before he spoke. 

''Miss Langley!" he said at last, in tones as cold 
and dull as lead. "What can I say?*^ Then his voice 
quickened and brightened, and he cried: "No, Susan, 
you shall elude me no more!" 

"Stand back, please," I said icily and decisively. 
"There has been enough of this. I understand you are 
to see Susan to-morrow, at eleven o'clock." 

Before I could move, he leapt to my side. 

"Miss Langley," he said rapidly but firmly. "Miss 
Langley — if you are truly Miss Langley — if this isn't 
some ill-timed joke — hear me for one moment. Heaven 
knows I did not mean to insult you. But this is a 
terrible thing. I have laid on you one indignity; but I 
beg you to endure another. You have answered me 
from the shadow. I ask you — for Heaven's sake I im- 
plore you — to show me your face one moment in the 
light" 

He had pressed so near that his shoulder touched 
mine. I leaned against the boat counting the cost 
Had I the strength, to stand out sheer in the pitiless 
light and biting air? To watch his face — its lv^tv»»s^ 

S»fsav. ^^ 
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flash of passionate eagerness, its following gloom of 
disenchantment and chagrin? To listen to his stammer- 
ing apologies? To bestow pardons, revise arrangements? 
And, last of all, to stumble back over the stones alone 
— I, who had just known the support of his breast? 
Had I the strength? What if I should break down, as 
the light of love died out of his eyes, and weep bitterly? 
But there was no choice. My heart bled as I schooled 
myself once more to the haughtiness of artificial pride, 
and I said: 

"This is monstrous. But as you please." 

He made way for me with old-fashioned reverence 
as I stepped out into the moonshine. With all that was 
left of my shattered will, I strove to offer for his scrutiny 
a face hardened by haughtiness, lips curling with dis- 
dain, eyes alight with annoyance. But how could I hate 
him while I loved him? How could my eyes, that were 
so hungry, stab him? And how could my Kps scom 
him when they were aching to tell him all? 

The eager lightning flashed in his face. But I 
waited in vain for the dull thunder of despair, for the 
fall of the gloom. No, it was not lightning. With my 
heart standing still, I saw that the light abode in his 
eyes, that it waxed fuller and more radiant as he gazed 
intently into mine. But suddenly, he quenched it 

"One second more," he commanded abruptly, dryly, 
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almost harshly. "Simply and literally, without any 
paradoxes or ruses whatever, are you Susan?" 

"I am not Susan," I said, beginning to turn away. 

"Simply, and literally and truly, you are indeed 
Miss Langley?" 

"I am Miss Langley." 

Something chained me to the spot I saw him go 
pale as death, and I heard him groan in anguish: 

"Then may God help us all!" 

"What do you mean?" I demanded. We seemed 
to be so mysteriously one, that the strength which 
deserted him passed into me. "Are you not satisfied?" 
I added. "I must go." 

In a flash, he was master again. He flung himself 
across my path. 

"No!" he cried. "You shall not go! Some meddling 
idiot has deceived me. There has been a horrible, an 
unspeakable mistake. Gertrude Langley, it was you I 
met in Derlingham. It was you I watched in Traxelby 
church. Gertrude Langley, it is you I love with my 
whole soul. It is you, it is you, it is you! I shall not 
let you go!" 

His words sang all round me like birds. My battle- 
worn, enfeebled spirit reeled under such bursts of music, 
such flashes of glory. I made one last agonising effort 
to play the conventional part: to rebuke and repel him, 
to parade amazement, shame, and a disYvoxv^^x. ^cs^ ^*^- 
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anger. But he was too stxong. He dominatfd me so, 
that I could not even pause to marvel at the mirade, or 
to ask myself if it could be true. I could only tottor 
towards him in dumb, unccmditional surrender, and burst 
into a torrent of thankful tears. 

This third time, he held me, not as he had held me 
before. Then, he had strained me to him like a lover; 
now, he supported me gravely, reverentially, as any man 
would support any woman who has half fainted away. 
But, by swifl d^rees, he guessed the truth. He held 
me closer, he bent his lips to my ear, and he asked, 
with a grave wonder, in his voice of gold: 

"You do not mean . . . this?" 

"Yes," I whispered, with my eyes dosed, "I mean . . . 
this." 

For two or three seconds we were content to have it 
so. Then his clasp weakened. I knew what he meant, 
and I drew myself free. 

"We forgot Susan," I said. 

"Yes," he said slowly. "We forgot Susan." 

He stood beside me in silence, looking at the sea. 
Then, without warning, he broke out with terrible words 
of anger. Not to me. It was as though he arraigned 
the universe and shook his fist at the stars. 

"A thousand curses!" he cried; "a thousand curses 
on their heads who have brought us all to this! It is 
not to be borne! It is a tangle of fiends. Great God! 
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To be loved by the two best women on earth, and 
then, instead of happiness, to find it end in misery all 
roimd! It is the work of devils! It is not to be 
borne!" 

He remembered me at his side, and fought down 
his wrath. At last he turned to me an ashen face, and 
began: 

"There is much to say. Where will you sit down?" 

"Nowhere," I answered. "No, do not touch me 
again. What there is to be said . . . say." 

We stood an arm's-length apart on the stones, and 
he spoke: 

"Gertrude Langley," he said, "for five weeks I have 
loved you, and there is no woman in the world, save 
you, that I ever did love or ever shall. But, through a 
string of ghastly blunders hardly to be explained or 
even believed, I have loved you under another name, 
and amid wildly false notions of your station. Be hurt 
at nothing I shall say. I believed, on twofold testimony, 
that you were Susan, your maid. Do not be galled or 
insulted till you have heard me out." 

"You cannot insult me," I said. "Besides, I know 
all" 

"No!" he cried, "you do not know. You know that 
I have written Susan letters, that I have badgered her 
to marry me, that I have followed her to Sainte 
Veronique, and that I am tQ §et e^^'s. \v:^^\v \s!^ \^- 
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fgif^fm, B>2t, l^en. I vil udl 50s vfeft iok 4m mx 
\.:^/m, VV/s doc^'t KLom ^l£L iz^ pocv ^d hs^ a. keat 
^>f ;|^/'>i^ a .v>:;I of ire^ a mtad that s a fcmiitiiiH «l 
^«r/3P%. I>^ y'^a kfiov that?^ 

''No,*' I »aid, *a did MLT 

He miuook mjr ^lost of a smfle. It stang kim. 

^Mm Larigkj,'' be said, ^we haie been wicng; 
yffn^ MiiA I, and all wbo hare been bcnOy Hkc 70a and 
tntf to rank and wealth and leisiiie: Because the novds 
are nearly all written round socfa Ihes as oms^ we think 
that the poor and the servile are witfaoot nxnance, 
without spirituality. We are not quite sure that they 
have minds and hearts and souls <^ their own. I say, 
we have been wrong. All Susan's few letters to me, 
save one, have been shy and hurried. But — ^though I 
say it in the ears of the only woman I can ever love — 
— there isn% there can't be in all the world, a nobler 
mind than this poor Susan's, a sweeter heart, a purer 
soul." 

I did not answer. His calmness left him. 

"You don't see, you won't see, you can't see!" he 
cried. "Why will you make me put it into words? 
You arc shutting your eyes to the tragedy of it all. 
Gertrude Langley, what would you have me do?" 

I was given some dim sense of the greatness of his 
soul. Almost mechanically, I replied: 

"I would have you do only what is right" 
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"God bless you for that!" he murmured, and took 
my hand. "Only what is right! But, tell me, which is 
the right? I love you, and you love me. When and 
where you saw me, where and when and why and how 
your love for me began, I cannot guess. All that matters 
is . . . you love me! Beautiful Gertrude, answer me. 
You love me and I love you . . . but which way lies 
the right?" 

"You mean," I said slowly, disengaging my hand, 
"that there is Susan?" ^ 

"Yes," he said gently. "There is Susan. Which 
way lies the right? For all I know, I shall find Susan 
ugly, and she is a lady's-maid. But the point is, I have 
forced her to love me, with such a love as I did not 
expect to find in this world. Do not smile, do not 
imagine I think myself handsome, or in the least ador- 
able. But I have read her last letter fifty times, and I 
know, if I draw back, if I tell Susan of this cruel 
tangle, it will break her heart No, do not interrupt 
me! In such a case, I know how hard it is for you to 
believe that I am not mad. Dearest, help me, for 
Gk)d's sake! It's hard enough, God knows!" 

I ought to have thrust in words boldly, refusing to 
be denied. I ought to have told him everything. But 
he silenced me with one gesture and finished. 

"Yet after all," he said, "what is there to discuss 
or to decide? Haven't you told me alt^^A^ \ft ^^ "^^ 
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right? And the right is ... to keep faith with Susan. 
Oh, I know, I know!" he cried out bitterly, "it will 
wound your heart, it will break mine. But, dearest, 
we have so much. We have books, we have friends, 
we have a hundred occupations. But this poor Susan 
— what has she? She has nothing, except love." 

"If she has love," I said, "and we have all else in 
the world beside; then Susan is rich and we are 
poor." 

He turned away. When he looked at me again, he 
said: 

"It is simply a choice which of us must be robbed 
of happiness, and burdened with lifelong sorrow, and 
filled with bitterness. You and I are two, and Susan is 
one. They say minorities must suffer." 

He smiled a sad smile, and watched me narrowly. 
And, at the same moment, a coldness numbed my 
heart. While he had been extolling Susan, I had 
drunk in his words deliciously, biding my time to 
laugh out merrily and prick the shining bubble. But 
suddenly, all things stood out in a different light I 
remembered my oath to Susan at Traxelby. I re- 
membered that she had given up Gibson. I recalled, 
with anger, that at this very moment she was prowling 
about to catch some secret glimpse of her lover. 

"Yes," he repeated. "Minorities suffer. It is the 
wsiy of the worW, X r^noxjiiiQe Susan, and what does it 
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amount to? A mere lady's-maid sees me break faith 
and drop her in favour of wealth and beauty. She 
loses her faith in God and man. Possibly, she even 
has the bad taste to go and die. Meanwhile I, having 
always had all I want, go and get a great deal more. 
Natural, isn't it?" 

He laughed a bitter laugh. 

"Don't talk again like that," I said, as bitterly 
as he. 

He was silent while I thought my thoughts. I 
knew full well in the depths of my soul, that to suffer 
anything to thrust itself between him and me, would be 
a crime and a blasphemy. Yet I knew it might come 
to pass. If I told him all about Susan, all about 
Gibson, all about the letters, he would still have only 
my word for it that she did not love him in her own 
way. He would seek Susan to-morrow morning, as ap- 
pointed, to hear Susan's own words. And, under the 
glamour of his presence, what might not Susan 
say?" 

But light blazed through my brain. I had found 
the key. I must go back to the Villa. I must track 
Susan at all costs. I must tell her the whole story of 
Ruddington's nfiistake. Probably she had already come 
back. 

I turned to him and said; 
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"Why be ironical and bitter? You have spoken 
truly. You have to do what is right" 

He seized both my hands. To him it was the 
end. 

"Gertrude," he said, "for the first and last time, 
my own Gertrude ... so this is Good-bye! Our first 
meeting is our last To-morrow . . . after it is over . . . 
I shall go straight away. To-morrow is hers. But to- 
night is ours. Beloved, this is not the end. There are 
more worlds than this one — this world which someone 
has cursed for us. For ever, I am all thine. But the 
waiting will be so long. Beloved, do not say that I 
may not bid thee Good-bye!" 

I restrained him gently, for my mind had clouded 
again with thronging fears. 

"No," I said; *'let us not make the future harder 
by any weakness in the present" 

He bowed his head and obeyed. When he looked 
up, he said quietly: 

"One practical point before I go. She will not . . . 
I will not, ever, be at Ruddington Towers. Traxelby is 
your old home. The Towers shall be shut up." 

My eyes filled with tears. 

"Beloved," I said softly, "good-bye." 

I gave him my hand, and he held it to his lips. 
Then I broke from him and fled home. 
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Georgette received me with a volley of outcries 
about the spoilt dinner. 

"Where is Susan?" I asked. 

"She is not come back," said Georgette, retreating 
towards the kitchen. And then I saw that Georgette 
was in the secret. 

"Georgette," I said peremptorily in French, "I 
insist that you tell me this instant where Susan has 
gone." 

Her brow darkened. She looked at me defiantly, 
and tossed her head. 

"Come," I commanded, with a rap on the table. 
"I insist. This moment." 

"Pardon, madame," retorted Georgette with Re- 
publican spirit, "I am the servant of Madame Dupoirier 
and the friend of Susan." 

There was no time to argue. I shifted my ground, 
and coaxed. 

"If you are the friend of Susan," I said, "you will 
answer at once. Something very important has hap- 
pened. We must find her at once." 

Georgette hesitated suspiciously before she asked: 

"Is it about the milord from England, madame — 
the milord with all the money?" 

"Yes, yes, yes!" I said. "It is most important." 

"Then he may take his money back ^^Ivcv^** ^"«x^ 
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Georgette with a fine flourish. "Susan, she will only 
marry for love. She has gone away." 

"Gone away?" I echoed, sinking down on a 
chair. 

"Yes, madame. Susan said, if she didn't run away, 
the milord would make her marry him." 

"Georgette," I cried, springing up, "I give you my 
word that the milord shall not mention marriage to 
Susan again. If you are her friend, tell me where to 
find her. I swear that I am thinking only of her 
good." 

Georgette was silent. The truth rushed in upon 
me. I said: 

"She has run away with Gibson?" 

"Yes, madame," said Georgette tranquilly, "with 
Monsieur Geebson." 

"Georgette!" I cried, "help me to find them, and 
I'll give you fifty francs. No, don't pout If I can 
stop them, Susan, and Gibson will be grateful to you as 
long as they live, on my word of honour." 

At last Georgette said: "Susan went out too soon 
for fear that madame would stop her. She attends 
Monsieur Geebson at the bottom of the beck at half- 
past eight." 

I snatched a roll from the table and rushed out 
again to the beach. B6rigny clock struck eight There 
would be six or sev^u nunut«s to spare. 
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As I sped along, a sickening fear seized me. What 
if Ruddington and Susan, by another of the ghastly 
mishaps which kept dogging us all along, had run into 
one another on the beach? 

No. As I neared the big boat, I saw him standing 
there alone. He strode out to meet me eagerly and 
wonderingly. 

"Why are you still here?" I asked. 

"Where would you have me be?" he said. "I 
have always loved France. But henceforth, France will 
mean for me just these few square yards of shadow on 
the stones." 

"You must not brood," I answered. "You talk as 
if you are never to be happy any more." 

"In some other world," he said, smiling sadly, "I 
mean to be happy with You." 

"Some other world?" I said. "Who know» that 
God may not reward you soon in this?" 

He turned to me with a start; but I did not let 
him speak. 

"Have you eaten?" I asked. 

"Not yet" 

"How silly!" I said. "Nor have L Come, eat 
bread with me. This wind shall be the salt." 

He took half the roll and smiled. But I could see 
that my high spirits first jarred on him, and then 
troubled him. 
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"You are not well," he said. "You are overwrought 
You are excited. Let me lead you home." 

"No," I said. "I have not felt so well for years. 
I must go; but not home. There is business to be 
done." 

"Where?" he asked, startled. 

"Along the beach." 

"Then," he said firmly, "you do not go alone." 

I considered for a moment Then I looked him full 
in the face. 

"If I allow you to come," I said, "will you promise 
to disappear when you are told, and to come out when 
you are called, and not to speak till I give you 
leave?" 

He answered, "I promise." 

I did not disdain his arm. Whatever befell now, 
he was mine, all mine. The wind was in our faces, 
the moonbeams flashed on the water. Colour came to 
my cheeks, and the breeze ruffled the hair which had 
gone so long without Susan's brush and comb. As we 
stamped over the stones we might have been a boy and 
a girl escaping on a froUa 

A few hundreds of yards from the beck we were 

able to climb the low slope, and to pad along mutely 

over the grass. At the first brambles we turned inland, 

and descended softly into the ravine. We pulled up 

behind a high bush. 
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"Hush!" I whispered. "Not a sound. Don't move 
or speak till I give the word." 

Through the thin autumn foliage, by the pale light 
of the moon, we could see a woman's figure across the 
beck. It was Susan, seated upon a modest bag. 

I did not explain to Ruddington. I did not even 
tell him who the woman was. Two or three minutes 
passed; and then the silver chime of B6rigny proclaimed 
half-past eight. 

Susan drew out her little handkerchief, and wiped 
away a tear. My heart went out to her. There was 
no Gibson; and I began to hope our task would be 
easy. But we heard a sudden sound of snapping 
branches and hurrying feet; and Gibson broke through 
into the light. 

Susan jumped up to meet him. 

"O Tom!" she wailed. "I began to think you 
wasn't coming." 

Ruddington touched my hand. 
"Oughtn't we to go away from here?" he whis- 
pered. 

"No!" I whispered back, shaking my fist. "We 
oughtn't." 

"I was out with a blooming car," explained Gibson. 
"Georgette brought your letter at half-past three, but I 
didn't get it till seven." 
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"Thank goodness you wasn't away for the night!" 
exclaimed Susan fervently. 

"Well, I'm here, anyway," said Gibson. "Not that 
I expect it's going to do me any good. You promised 
you'd settle me this week, on or off, one way or an- 
other. I suppose you've only brought me here to give 
me the chuck?" 

Susan did not reply. 

"What've you got there?" asked Gibson with a 
jump. He had caught sight of Susan's bag. 

"It's my things," said Susan. "O Tom, I want you 
to take me away!" 

"Take you away?" echoed Gibson, thunderstruck. 

"Yes, yes, take me away! Now, this minute. O 
Tom, don't say you won't!" 

"But where can I take you to?" asked astounded 
Gibson. 

"To Granpong." 

"Not me!" said Susan's gallant, with emphasis. "I 
suppose you think that at a caffy-resterong you can do 
an)rthing? Don't make no mistake. They're the pro- 
perest lot at Granpong that ever I struck in all my 
natural. Why, just to think of Maddum opening the 
door, and me bringing in a young lady at midnight! 
Not me!" 

"O Tom, don't be such a beast!" moaned Susan. 
"The very idea! You know quite well, you do, that 
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I*d never go to the same house. I'd die first But, O 
Tom, you must take me somewhere. We might go to 
the clergyman's wife." 

"They don't have no clergymen in France," said 
Gibson, with British scorn; "only priests. And priests 
don't have no wives. But look here. What do you 
want to be took away for? What's up?" 

Susan was silent. 

"It's some tiff with the missis," said Gibson deri- 
sively; "that's what it is. And I ain't going to be a 
party to it. Bet my feet the missis is in the right. 
Fact is, this toff" — Gibson paused, and repeated the 
word with disdain — "this toff has given you swelled 
head. Not me! I ain't going to take sides against the 
missis just for the sake of htm. The old girl's always 
been too good to me." 

The undress grammar and off-duty vocabulary of 
my two model domestics opened my eyes wide and 
made my ears burn. As for Ruddington, he touched 
my hand again, and I saw that his face was full of 
pain. He had guessed that I was showing him Susan. 

"We mustn't stay," he said. 

"We must," I answered, stamping my foot on the 
grass. For Susan was speaking. 

"No, Tom, no," she moaned; "not the missis! It 
isn't a tiff with the missis. Oh, it breaks my heart to 
think of it! To-night, just before Vtatv ^.'^^.'^ > ^^ ^-^^ 

Susan, "^1 
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sitting looking at the fire. She looked that sad and 
lonely, I burst out crying; and if I hadn't run straight 
out of the house, I wouldn't have come at all. No, no, 
no! Not the missis." 

"What the dooce is it, then?" asked Gibson. 

"It's . . . it's him!" blurted Susan, desperately. 

"Him? Not ... not the toff?" 

"Yes," groaned Susan, "the toff! He's coming. He 
wants to meet me, here." 

"Here? To-night?" 

"No. To-morrow. Eleven o'clock. O Tom, I can't 
bear it! Take me away!" 

Gibson emitted a long, low whistle. He took off 
his cap, crushed it up, and put it on again. Then he 
ducked for Susan's bag and dropped it down a few 
yards away, as if he wanted room. Last of all, he 
bent his head till he could look straight into Susan's 
eyes. 

"Susie," he said slowly, "you don't say you're going 
to give him up?" 

He had dropped his vile pronunciation, and had 
strangely regained the simple dignity with which he had 
spoken to me at Traxelby. 

"Not that you're going to give him up?" he re- 
peated. 

"Yes, yes, yes!" said Susan. "I don't want him! 
/ won't Aave him! I cw'l \i^u him! Take me away!" 



V 
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"And if I do," he asked intently, "can you bear 
me, Susie? Will you have me?" 

"O Tom, of course I will!" she wailed, clinging to 
him with all her might And, suddenly raising herself 
on tiptoe, she gave him a resounding rustic kiss. 

Behind our bush we recoiled a little, both from 
them and from one another. 

"We will go," said Ruddington. 

"We won't," I said, pinching his arm to keep him 
quiet So we looked away while Gibson returned the 
kiss, not once, or twice, or thrice. 

"Susie," demanded Gibson at last, "what is his 
name? Who is he?" 

"His name," proclaimed Susan, after an effective 
delay, "is Lord Ruddington." 

Gibson let her fall from his embrace like a stone. 
He sprang back a man's length. 

"Oh yes, of course," he said mockingly, when he 
had found his breath. "Lord Ruddington, alias the 
King of Spain, alias the Emperor of Russia! Of 
course!" 

"Honour bright, it's true!" said Susan indignantly. 
"If it isn't, may I be struck down dead. His lordship 
fell over his head in love with me in Traxelby church." 

"Susie, this is true?" he demanded, striding up to 
her and speaking fiercely. "This is true?" 

"Don't go on silly," said Sus^iu, 

\1* 
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Gibson leaned against a tree and thought for some 
time. At last he straightened himself up, and said, in 
low, excited tones: 

"Look here, Susie, this makes a difference. You 
don't think I*m going to help you miss a chance like 
that? Haven't I always said you're fit to be a duchess? 
No, Susie, it isn't good enough. D'ye think I'm going 
to let you throw yourself away on a poor thirty-bob-a- 
week devil like me?" 

"Oh don't, Tom, don't!" she pleaded, clinging to 
him again. "Don't! or you'll make me change my 
mind." 

"There isn't a finer gentleman in all England nor 
Lord Ruddington," said Gibson. 

"Oh don't!" wailed Susan again. 

"What is the matter with him?" demanded Gibson. 
"It isn't his money. No, nor his horses. Perhaps it's 
his looks?" 

"We'd better be going!" I whispered to Rudding- 
ton, behind our bush. 

"No, no," protested Susan, "it isn't his looks. When 
I put him in that folding frame, facing Miss Langley, 
they looked lovely — ^just like Royalty. No, it isn't his 
looks. I could put up with that" 

"Then what is it you can't put up with?" asked 
Gibson searchingly. 

She scraped the ground vjvtk her foot^ as she used 
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to scrape the "garden gravel, before she replied mysteri- 
ously: 

"Tom, he's so funny. He's all twists and turns. 
It'd be like being married to an eel. If he's the same 
as his letters, he'd make me all giddy. When I read 
them, everything seems to begin turning and turning 
round." 

Gibson snorted impatiently. "With a thousand 
pound a week," he said ironically, "you'll soon get 
used to that." 

"Tom, don't, don't!" she cried. "How can you be 
so cruel? If you cared about me as you said you did, 
you wouldn't let nobody have me but you — not if it was 
the Prince of Wales crawling on his bended knees." 

Gibson came more into the light. I could read in 
his face the bitterness of his heart. 

"Susie," he said, "what's the use of talking? If I 
take you away to-night, you know you'll have to marry 
me, even if you change your mind before to-morrow 
morning. Unless there's some good reason why you 
won't marry Lord Ruddington, you'll repent of it when 
we're poor and when we've to work hard for a living. 
You'll throw it in my teeth, and we shall be worse'n a 
cat and a dog." 

I was amazed at Gibson's paltriness; amazed and 
angry. But not for long. All 3Lt, oxvc^ ik?j ^o^cfssL ^^^ 
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himself up as grandly as a knight of romance, and 
demanded: 

"Susie, girl — isn't there a better reason?" 

My maid was his equal. 

"Yes, Tom, yes," she cried passionately. "There's 
a better reason. O Tom, I'm in love with you, and I 
always have been, though I've behaved like a little 
Beast! And I couldn't never be in love with Lord 
Ruddington if he was all made of gold. Take me away!" 

"Why should I?" asked the radiant lover a minute 
afterwards, making a descent into the practical. "If it's 
a bargain, what's the good of running away from the 
missis? We sha'n't find such a soil job or such a good 
old girl again in a hurry. If we run away, she won't 
have us back." 

"But he's coming to-morrow," interrupted Susan in 
a panic. 

"A jolly good thing too!" declared Gibson. "If 
you're going to give him the push, the sooner the better. 
Let him come. Give him the straight tip. In fact, I'm 
not sure," added Gibson meditatively, "that he oughtn't 
to be made to part with a hundred pound for breach 
of promise. Cheer up, and let 'em all come!" 

"No, no!" cried Susan, terror-stricken. "If I see 
him, he'll turn me round his little finger. I shall be 
too scared to say a word. I shall be just like a stuck 
pig. Besides, he'll ask me about the letters." 
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"Letters?" echoed Gibson. 

"Yes, the letters. O Tom, I've been so wicked! 
When his first letter came to Traxelby, I copied the 
answer out of an old book." 

"You can go now ... if you want to!" I murmured 
to Ruddington, behind our bush. But he only plucked 
at my hand, and held it as in a vice, while he listened 
with all his ears. Susan talked on. 

"That old book, with the covers off. But when I 
showed it to Miss Langley, she said it didn't sound right, 
and she wrote out a lovely letter for me to copy, 
and " 

"Go ahead!" said Gibson. 

"And— O Tom, I told a lie! I pretended I didn't 
know I was to copy it out. I thought his Lordship 
would make fun of my writing and give me up. So I 
posted it in ... in Miss Langley's writing." 

"Lord love us!" put in Gibson, in tones of awe. 

"Yes. And Miss Langley was dreadfully angry. 
But when we'd begun, we had to go on. I promised 
faithful that I would practise my writing; but I didn't 
play fair." 

"So the missis has been helping him?" demanded 
Gibson with a blaze of wrath. "The missis wanted you 
to have him?" 

"No, no! The missis asked me . . ." 

"Asked what?" 
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"She asked . . . O Tom, she asked if I cared for 
you! And I told a lie, and I said I didn't Then she 
helped me. But she put it in all the letters that he 
must wait, and that he mustn't come after me, and that 
he mustn't persuade me, and that I wouldn't marry him 
unless I could be in love with him. No, no, Tom. The 
missis has been splendid!" 

"What's he come for, then, if you told him he 
mustn't?" Gibson asked, less angrily. 

"I don't know. But Tom, Tom, don't wait here or 
we shall be caught Say Yes or No. Will you take 
me away?" 

Gibson's answer came boldly: 

"Yes!" 

Later on, he added: "We will go back to England 
and be married at once." 

"I have thirty pounds," said practical Susan. "It's 
in Derlingham Post-office." 

"I've only got nineteen pounds seven and six," said 
Gibson glumly. "Mine's at Derlingham too. But what 
the dooce does it matter?" he burst out, snatching her 
to him and challenging Fate with ringing pride. " Susie, 
girl, I've got you. You're the grandest girl God ever 
made. It's all a lot of rot about those letters. You're 
giving him up all for . . . me ! Susie, girl, if I've to 
slave my head off to do it, I'll make you happy. If 
J don% hell's too good for me, I'll go through water 
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and fire. Let's be off. We'll tell maddum all about 
it, and she'll tell us what to do. Where's the bag?" 

They turned and stooped to find it. In a twinkling, 
I broke through the bush, tripped over the stones, and 
stood on the other side of the beck. 

"No," I cried. "You sha'n't go!" 

Susan screamed as if she had seen a ghost, and 
tumbled cowering against Gibson's broad chest. As for 
Gibson himself, after the first shock of astonishment, he 
opposed to me a fearless front. 

"Asking pardon, ma'am," he said respectfully but 
firmly, "she shall." 

"She sha'n't," I cried, more firmly still. "Susan, 
you shall not go." 

"Asking pardon, ma'am," said Gibson again, "we 
are not slaves. We sha'n't never forget your kind- 
ness, ma'am, and we don't hope to find the like again. 
But you are speaking to Susan's husband, ma'am, 
which isn't the same as the groom. Susan's going 
with me." 

"Gibson,'^ I said, "not so fast. You talk as if I 
am against you both. When have I ever done you 
wrong?" 

"Done me wrong, ma'am?" he said, harshly and 
with a darkening face. "Begging pardon, you've done 
me wrong this very day. You've broke your promise. 
He's coming to-morrow — and you didu't -" 
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«I did," I said hastily. "Ml be at Grandpont in 
the morning. I posted it to-day. Gibson, you say 
Susan will marry you. Susan, is it true?" 

"Yes, miss," said Susan faintly, "It is true." 

"Then," I said, "why run away? Lord Ruddington 
is answered. Susan can't marry Gibson and Lord 
Ruddington too." 

"You mean fair, ma'am," replied Gibson, "and 
you wish us well. But you are a young lady, ma^am. 
Susan don't trust herself to meet him. And I dont 
neither." 

"Gibson, Susan," I asked, "what if I give you both 
my word that Lord Ruddington will not ask Susan to 
marry him, and that he will never write to her any 
more?" 

"With due respects, ma'am," Gibson answered, 
"don't pledge your word to any such thing. I say it 
again, ma'am, you are a young lady. He's a man, and 
he's been about the world. If his Lordship's in love 
with Susan, and if he's come all the way to Sinn 
Verrynik to ask her, he won't be beat by the groom. 
You'll no more turn Lord Ruddington back to-morrow, 
ma'am, than you'll turn me and Susan back to-night 
Susan, let us go." 

I stepped forward to seize her, but he waved me 
aside. 

"Susan!" I cried. "Gvbsonl Listen! Let Susan 
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come to me for one minute. Something tremendous 
has happened to-night, and I am bound to let her 
know it. Susan, come here. When you have heard 
it, you shall go with Gibson or come home with me, 
just as you think best." 

Before he could restrain her, she slipped from his 
grasp and ran to my side. He followed. I threw my 
arm round her waist 

"If you please, ma'am," said Gibson tensely, stand- 
ing almost as close to me as Susan, "there's going to 
be no more secrets. What's right to be said at all can 
be said out loud." 

I considered. Then I spoke out clearly and 
loudly. 

"Very well. Have it so. But it would have been 
easier for Susan to hear it alone. Susan, there has 
been some dreadful, horrible mistake. It was not you, 
Susan, whom Lord Ruddington saw at Derlingham 
and in Traxelby church. He was misinformed. He 
has never seen you in his life. He does not want to 
marry you." 

Susan stared at me, first, with a face as white as 
chalk. Then she reddened like a rose, and moaned 
like one wounded, with a choking moan. 

"No, Miss Gertrude, no!" she pleaded in anguish, 
"don't say it wasn't real. Don't say ..." 

"My poor Susan," I answered, "\\. ^^sx^\. x^*^. "^nj&. 



268 SUSAN. 

what does it matter? You have given him up for 
Gibson." 

"No," she cried, with a sudden burst of wild and 
terrible grief. "I didn't, I didn't, I didn't! He wasn't 
mine to give." 

I hesitated, wondering whether to tell her that 
Ruddington had indeed been hers to give, because he 
was willing to sacrifice himself to the end. But I decided 
not to try her poor wits any more. 

"You are wrong, Susan," I said gently. "It's true 
lie wasn't yours to give. But you believed he was. It 
is all the same. Gibson, she gave up money, and 
luxury, and a splendid name, all for you!" 

"And, if you please, ma'am," demanded Gibson, 
"how do we know all this is true? If it wasn't Susan 
he saw in Derlingham, who was it? If he didn't fall in 
love with Susan, who did he fall in love with? If he 
doesnt want to marry Susan, who is it that he does 
want to marry? No, ma'am, I'm not taking any more 
risks. To-morrow, perhaps, we shall find it's Susan 
after all." 

I turned to beckon towards the high bush. But 
Ruddington was already over the stones. I saw him 
and held my tongue. He came so quietly, so master- 
fully, that I knew I had only to listen and look on. 

"You are Susan?" he said kindly in her ear. 

Susan looked up zxA ^^^ a. ijiercing shriek. 
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"It's him, it's him!" she screamed. 

"Don't be afraid, Susan," he said gently. "Miss 
Langley has told you that you have no more to fear. 
Some other day, you shall know all. To-night, let me 
just tell you, on my honour, that it was not my fault 
If it had been my fault, I should never forgive myself 
for causing you all this worry and paiit Depend on 
me to do all I can to make you and Gibson happy. 
Tell me that you will try to forgive me." 

"O sir!" panted Susan, — "I mean, your Lordship! 
So it wasn't never me at all?" 

"No. It was never you at all." 

She began to weep. 

"O your Lordship!" she gasped. "Then . . . who 
. . . who . . • who was it?" 

I caught my breath. Gibson bent forward to be 
sure that all was well. Ruddington drew my free arm 
through his and smiled. 

Susan stared at us with wide eyes. 

"O Miss Gertrude," she cried, with a great sob, 
"thank God!" 

Both her warm arms were round my neck. Her soft, 
girlish breast pressed mine, and I could feel her true 
heart beating wildly with grief and joy. Holding her to 
me as a mother holds a weeping child, I felt strangely 
cahn. I watched the moonlight dappling the ground 
u^der the tree. I heard the souwd^ ol \>cv^ ^^p^\ '^'^ 
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Stirring leaves, the far-oflf plash of the waves, the soft 
croon of the wind, the swirl of the beck, and loudest of 
all, my true-hearted Susan's sobs. 

"Yes," I said softly. "Susan . . . Gibson . . . thank 
God! For to-night he has been good to us all." 

Then I too became as a little child. I broke down 
and sobbed in Susan's warm embrace till a strong arm 
clasped me round and led me tenderly away. 

Saturday Morning, seven o'clock, 

A month to-day since we came to France! 

This morning is gay. The young sunbeams are 
dancing on the sea, the air is soft, the sky is flecked 
with little white clouds like a blue bay alive with saDs. 
I have been standing on the balcony with my hair float- 
ing in the wind. Down on the grass in the garden, 
three plump, pretty gulls are quite at home. 

He prayed that he might come here early this 
morning, but I said No, not till eleven — the time ap- 
pointed ! 

How much there will be to ask, how much to tell! 
I don't understand yet how the mistake was made. All 
I have worked out so far is that he saw me three times 

with Alice! The Derlingham know-alls, in a hurry 

to answer his questions before he had fairly asked them, 
jumped to the conclusion that he had seen me with 
Susan It seems tie mcjik^ \4\va was the shorter one, 
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the younger one, the prettier one; and both the know- 
alls made haste to assure him (a courtly compliment, 
this, to poor me!) that it was Susan — Susan Briggs, 
Miss Langley's maid. Then a dozen things conspired, 
he says, to confirm him in his blunder, just as a dozen 
things have conspired to drag me into this affair and to 
involve me in it more and more. 

He has no light yet on the puzzle of last Tuesday's 
letter. But he loves me so much that I can tell him 
all: even to the showing of this book. Perhaps he has 
kept a book of his own; who knows? If so, I shall 
learn everj^ing. But, somehow, I feel that the ex- 
planations on both sides can wait. What does it matter 
which way the path has turned and twisted through 
stones and thorns now that we have reached the goal 
at last?" 

I told Susan not to call me till nine o'clock. But 
I mean to slip downstairs softly; I have business at 
Berigny. There is reparation to be made among those 
white graves where I slammed the gates of my heart. 
And, amid the holy stillness of the morning, I am fain 
to chasten my spirit in the Communion of Saints. For, 
on this day of my happiness, do I not feel that grannie, 
and father and mother, and all who have ever loved 
me, are yearning to me out of the depths that after all 
are not so very deep and down from the heights that 
after all are not so very high? So 1 ^'^ ^ ^<^^^ 
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through the little yellow flowers and over the sweet, 
crisp grass. I will go and sit in the sunshine, on the 
old steps of the Calvary, while all that great love yearns 
out to me from the unseen, fondling me and caressing 
me as with soft hands. I go to say my De Profundis 
at last, and to breathe a prayer for this poor land, 
where the fool hath said in his heart that there is no 
God. 



THE END. 
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XV. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown , M 
the Highlands ; The Four Macnico 
Pupil of Aurelius x v. — Shando 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — Judith Shak 
2 V. — The Wise Women of Ini 
etc. X V. — White Heather 2 v. — 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adv 
of a House-Boat 2 v. — In Far L< 
2 V. — The New Prince Fortunatw 
Stand Fast, Craig-Rojrston ! 2 v. — 
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Mag 
and other Tales i v. — Wolfenberi 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — H 
Cousins 2 v. — Briseis 2 v. — Wild E 

** Black - Box M urder , 

Author of. 
The BUck-Boz Murder x v. 

Blackmore, Richard Dodd 
•f 1900. 

Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Aner 
— Christowell 2 v. — Tommy I 
2 V. — Perlycross 2 v. 

"Blackwood." 

Tales from " Blackwood ** ('First . 
IV. — Tales from • ' Blackwood " f 
Series) x v. 

Blagden, Isa, f 1873. 

The Woman I loved » and the ^ 
who loved me ; A Tuscan Weddi 

Blessington, Countess of 

guerite Gardiner), \ i84< 

Meredith x v. — Strathern 2 v. 
moirs of a Femme de Charabre 
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — C 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Bloomfield, Baroness. 

Reminiscences of Court and Dip 
Life (with the Portrait of Her 1 
the Queen) 2 v. 

Boldrewood, Rolf. 

Robbery under Arms 2 ▼. — Nev 

2 V. 

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Ma 

Lady Audley's Secret 2 v. — . 
Floyd 2 V. — Eleanor's Victory 2 v. • 
'^\.a.T<:>MaotL\.*% Legacy 2 v. — Henr 



Madeod of Dare 2 v. — White ^N\tlSs\^^.— 't^^^^^^V^^^^^X^^--^^ 
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win 2 ▼. — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Rim to 
Earth 2 v. — Fenton's Quest 2 v. — The 
Lovels of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
Pilgrims 2 V. — Lucius Davoren 3 V. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 V. — Lost for Love 
2 V. — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men's Shoes 

2 V. — Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2 v. — 
Weavers andWeft i v. — In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales i v. — An Open Verdict 

3 V. — Vixen 3 V. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 

— The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as I 
am 2 V. — ^^ Asphodel 3 V. — Mount Royal 
2 V. — The Golden Cadf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed I v. — Phantom Fortune 3 V. — 
Undier the Red Flag i v. — Ishmael 3 v. 

— Wyllard's Weird 3 V. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County i v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v.— The Fatal Three 
2 V. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. — All along the River 
2 V. — Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hirelings, etc. i v. — Sons of Fire 
2 V. — London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice 
2 V. — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin I V. —The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 V. — The Rose of Life 2 v. 

Brassey, Lady, f 1887. 

A Voyage in the "Sunbeam" 2 v. — 
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
. Forties 2 v. 

"Bread -Winners, the," Author 
of (Am.). 
The Bread -Winners i v. 

Bret Harte: vide Harte. 

Brock, Rev. William, f 1875. 
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. z v. 

BrontS, Charlotte: vide Currer 
BelL 

Bronte, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton Bell. 

Brooks, Shirley, •]• 1874. 

Tlie Silver Cord 3 V. — Sooner or Later 
3V. 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 

Station Life in New Zealand z v. — 

Station Amusements in New Zealand 

I Vt—A Year's Housekeeping in South 



Africa z v. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues z v. — Colonial 
Memories z v. 

Broughton, Rhoda. 

Cometh up as a Flower z v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 V. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
z V. — Nancy 2 v. — Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 v. — Alas 1 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
z v. — A Beginner z v. — Scylla or 
Chary bdis? z v. — Dear Faustina z v. — 
The Game and the Candle z v. — Foes in 
Law z V. — Lavinia z v. 

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland. 
A Widower Indeed z v. 

Brown, John, f 1882. 
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers z ▼• 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 

t 1861. 

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por- 
trait) z V. — Aurora Leigh z v. 

Browning, Robert, f 1889. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 V. 

Bullen, Prank T. 
The Cruise of the ** Cachalot" 2 v. 

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t 1873. 

Pelham (with Portrait) z v. — Eugene 
Aram z v. — Paul Clifford z v. — Zanoni 
zv. — The Last Days of Pompeii zv. — 
The Disowned z v. — Ernest Maltravers 
z V. — Alice z v. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine z v. — Devereux z v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland z v. — Rienzi 
z v. — Night and Morning z v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens 2 v. — The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller z v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v. — King Arthur 
2v. — TheNewTimon, and St. Stephen's 
zv. — The Caxtons 2 V. — My Novel 4 v. — 
What will he do with it? 4 v. — Dramatic 
Works 2 V. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile- 
tus z v. — MisceUaTveo>j&^Tt«»^ o^'s. ^j . — 
Odes aiw^'S.po^es ol^oxTvc5ta-« .— ^^^^^-w- 

tau X v» 
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 

Balling), f 1872. 

Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of 
Viscount Palmerstou 3 v. 

Bunyan, John, f 1688. 

The Pilgrim's Progress 2 v. 

"Buried Alone," Author of 
(Charles Wood). 
Buried Alone z v. 

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg- 
son (Am.). 

Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy i v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha's Burglar i v. — The Pretty 
Sister of Jose i v. — A Lady of Quality 
2 T. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v. 

Bumey, Miss (Madame D'Ar- 
blay), f 1840. 
i*)velina z v. 

Bums, Robert, f 1796. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) z ▼. 

Burton, Richard F., f 1890. 
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 ▼. 

Bury, Baroness de: vide **A11 
for Greed." 

Butler, A. J. 

Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated from the g^eat 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v. 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 1881. 

Jennie of "The Prince's ,*' 2 v. — Won 
2 V. — Great Greufell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell — on and o£f the Stage 2 v. — From 
the Wings 2 v. 

Byron, Lord, "f 1824. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota). 

A Yellow Aster z v. — Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 V. — Anno Mauleverer 2 v. 

CaJne, Hall, 

The Bondman a v. — The Manxman 
^ V. — Tile Christian 2 v. — The EternaX 
City jr.— Tlic Prodigal Son a v. 



Cameron, Vemey Love 

Across Africa 2 v. 



Campbell Praed, 
Praed. 



Mrs 



Carey, Rosa Nouchette. 

Not Like other Girls 2 v. — **] 
must Work" z v. — Sir Godfrey'; 
daughters 2 v.— The Old, OldS 

— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Hi, 
Fate 2 V. — A Passage Perilous 2 
the Moorings 2 v. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 188 

The French Revolution 3 v. 
derick the Great Z3 v. — Olive 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 ^ 
Life of Schiller z v. 

Carr, Alaric 
Treherne's Temptation 2 t. 

Castle, Agnes & Egerto 

The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incoi 
Bellairs i v. — Rose of the Worl 
French Nan z v. — «* If Youth tut 
z V. 

Castle, Egerton. 

Consequences 2 v. — "La Bell 
Others z v. 

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth F 
f 1 896 : vide Author of 
nicies of the Sch5nber| 
Family." 

Charles worth, Maria I 
t 1880. 
Oliver of the Mill z v. 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 

Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red PotI 

— Moth and Rust z v. — Prisone 

Christian, Princess: vidd 
Grand Duchess of Hi 

** Chronicles of the Schd 

Cotta Family," Author < 

£. Rundle Charles), j- ] 

Chronicles of the Schdnberg-G 
ta\\^ a N. — T^«k D cay tons j 

iVe Sea. 1 '^ . — ^^ YBC\Vt«^"^efNx 
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The Victory of the Vanquished i v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables i v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
ing and to Conquer x v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost X V. 

Clark, Alfred. 
The Finding of Lot's Wife x v. 

Clemens, Samuel L. : v. Twain. 

Clifford, Mrs. W. K. 

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman x v. 
— Aunt Anne 2 V. — The Last Touches, and 
other Stories i v. — Mrs. Keith's Crime 
IV. — A Wild Proxy i v. — A Flash of 
Summer i v. — A Woman Alone i v. — 
Woodside Farm x v. — The Modern Way 

X V. 

.Clive, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
vide Author of" Paul FerroU." 

Cobbe, Frances Power, f 1904. 

Re- Echoes i v. 

Coleridge, C R. 

An English Squire 2 v. 

Coleridge, M. E. 
The King with two Faces 2 ▼. 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 

t 1834. 
Poems I ▼. 

Collins, Charles Allston, f 1873. 
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v. 

Collins, Mortimer, f 1876. 

Sweet and Twen^ a v. — A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v. 

Collins, WUkie, f 1889. 

After Dark x v. — Hide and Seek 2 ▼. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. i v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v. — Basil i v. — No 
Name 3 V. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 V. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
3 V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 
Wife 3 V. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs. ? x v. — The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
The Frozen Deep i v. —The Law and the 
Lady 2 v. — The Two Destinies x v. — My 
Lady's Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
XV. — The Haunted Hotel x v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — Jearebel's Daughter 
^ r, — The Black Robe 2 v, — Heart and 



Science 2 V. — "I say No, "2 v. — The Evil 
Genius 2 v. — The Guilty River, and The 
Ghost's Touch x v. — The Legacy of Cain 
2 v. — Blind Love 2 v. 

"Cometh up as a Flower," Au- 
thor of: vide Rhoda Brought 
ton. 

Conrad, Joseph. 

An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales 
of Unrest i v. 

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 

t 1885. 
Called Back i v. — Bound Together 
2 V. — Dark Da)rs x v. — A Family Affair 

2 V. — Living or Dead 2 v. 

Qooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 
t 1851. 

The Spy (with Portrait) x v. — The Two 
Admirals i v. — ;■ The Jack O'Lantern xv. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. 

Corelli, Marie. 

Vendetta! 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A 
R^omance of Two Worlds 2 v. — *' Ardath " 

3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 V. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches xv. -^ Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v, — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. — The Mighty 
Atom IV. — The Murder of Delicia i v. — 
Ziska XV. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — "phe 
Master-Christian 2 V. — "Temporal Power" 
2 V. — God's Good Man 2 v. — Free 
Opinions i v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 

Those Delightful Americans x v. — Set in 
Authority x v. 

"County, the," Author of. 
The County i v. 

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866. 

A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. 
X.Ue » N. — K^ ^^^^ ^ -Wo^^N* 
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Women x v. — Agatha's Husband it. — 
Romantic Tales it. — Domestic Stories 
XT. — Mistress and Maid x v. — The 
Ogilvies IT. — Lord Eriistoun i t. — 
Christian's Mistake z t. — Bread npon 
the Waters it. — A Noble Life it. — 
Oiire 2 T. — Two Marriages it. — Studies 
from Life it. — Poems it. — The 
Woman's Kingdom 2 t. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 t. — A BraTO 
Lady 2 t. — Hannah 2 t. — Fair France 
IT. — My Mother and I i t. — The Little 
Lame Prince it. — Sermons out of Church 
X T. — The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Unkers 
z T. — A Legacy 2 t. — Young Mrs. Jardine 
2T. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches it. — Plain Speaking it. — 
Miss Tommy it. — King Arthur i t. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 

Lost and Won it. — Faith Unwin's 
Ordeal it. — Leslie Tyrrell i t. — Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. it. — Mildred it. — 
Esther Hill's Secret 2 t. — Hero Tre- 
Tclyan it. — Without Kith or Kin 2 t. — 
Only a Butterfly it. — Sylria's Choice; 
Theresa 2 t. — Anne Warwick x t. — 
Dorcas 2 t. — Two Women 2 t. 



Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C 
Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 t. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 
Lady Fullerton. 

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.). 

Mr. Isaacs it. — Doctor Claudius it. — 

To Leeward it. — A Roman Singer 

IT. — An American Politician it. — 

Zoroaster i t. — A Tale of a Lonely Parish 

2 V. — Saracinesca 2T. — Marzio's Crucifix 

X T. — PaulPatoff 2 T. — With thelmmortals 

XT. — Greifenstein 2 t. — Sant' Bario 

2 T. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance 

XT. — Khaled i t. —The Witch of Prague 

2 T. — The Three Fates 2 t. — Don Orsino 

2 T. — The Children of the King it. — 

Pietro Ghisleri 2 t. — Marion Darche z t. 

— Katharine Lauderdale 2 t. — The Ral- 

stons 2 T. — Casa Braccio 2 t. — Adam 

Johnstone's Son it. — Taquisara 2 t. — 

A Rose of Yesterday it. — Corleone 

s V, — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 

tie King" 2 v. — Marietta, a Ma\A oi 

Venice 2 v, — CeciUa 2 t. — The "H-eatt 

^Rome 2 v. — Whosoever SbaWOffetiA... 

'. — Soprano 2 v, — A Lady of Rota© %y 



Crockett, S. R. 

The Raiders 2 v^ — Qeg Kelly 2 t.— 
The Grey Man 2 t. — Love Idj-lk it. — 
The Dark o' the Moon 2 t. 

Croker, B. M. 

Peggy of the Bartons 2 t. — The Happy 
Valley it. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere i t. 
— A Nine Days* Wpnder x ▼. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray i v. 



Cross, J. W.: 
Eliot's Life. 



vide George 



Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
IThomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), f 1866. 

The Lamplighter it. — Mabel Vaughan 
I T. — El Fureidis it. — HauntedHearts it. 

Cushing, Paul. 
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 ▼• 

"Daily News." 

War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 t. 

'•Dark," Author of. 

Dark i t. 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 

Gallegher, etc. it. — Van Bibber and 
Others it. — Ranson's Folly x t. 

De Foe, Daniel, f 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe x t. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 
John Ward, Preacher i t. 

"Democracy," Author of (Am.). 
Democracy i t. 

" Demos,"Authorof : videGeorge 
Gissing. 

"Diary and Notes,'* Author 
of: vide Author of "Horace 
Templeton." 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

The Pickwick Qub (with Portrait) 2t. — 

American Notes it. — OliTer Twist it. — 

"Sw^oXa&TS.VSjJkfcXyj av, — Sketches it. — 

"MLaT^ti CVvimXkwX * n . — tk> C}«LT«^anAs 
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(Old Curiosity Shop ; Barnaby Rud^^e, etc.) 

3 V. — Pictures from Italy i v. — Dombey 
and Son 3 v. — David Copperfield 3 V. — 
Bleak House 4 V. — A Child's History of 
England (a v. S^M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
IV. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 

— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
IV. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v. 

— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. i v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 V. — Somebody's 
Luggage ; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper's Legacy i v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold's Prescriptions; Mugby Junction iv. 

— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
IV. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 

4 V. — Vide also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 

Collins. 
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford z v. 

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 

consfield, + i88r. 
Coningsby i v. — Sybil i v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) i v. — Alroy i v. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple i v. — 
Lotbair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v. 

Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 
The Story of a Modem Woman i v. — One 
Doubtful Hour i v. 

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 

Personal History of Lord Bacon x v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America 2 v. — 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty's 
Tower 4 V. — Free Russia 2 v. — History 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
2 ▼. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.). 
The Leopard's Spots 2 v. 

Dougall, L. (Am.). 
Beggars All 2 v. 

Dowie, M6nie MurieL 

A Girl in the Karpathians i v. 

Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 

The Sign of Four x v. — Micah Claiku 

a V, — The Captain of tho Polc-Star, and 

other Tales z v. — The White Company 

a Y* ~ A Study in Scarlet i y, — The 



Great Shadow, and Beyond the City x v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
IV. — The Stark Munro Letters i v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard i v, — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac i v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko x v. — A 
Duet IV. — The Green Flag i v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa IV. — The Hound of the Basker^ 
villes IV. — Adventures of Gerard i v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 V. 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 

t 1897- 
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 

Vobiscum ; The Changed Life x v. 

Dufferin, the Earl o£ 
Letters from High Latitudes i v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Mrs. Cotes. 

Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dun- 
ton. 

Earl, the, and the Doctor. 
South Sea Bubbles x ▼. 

Eastwick, Edward B., f 1883. 

Autobiography of LutfuUah i v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, vide Series 
for the Young, p. 29. 

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. 

Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v. 

— A Vagabond Heroine i v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v* — A Blue-Stock- 
ing I V. — Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune ? 
X V. — Vivian the Beauty i v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 
2 V. — A Playwright's Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths i v. — Pearl-Powder i v. 
The Adventuress i v. 

Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892. 

Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 V. — Hand and Glove i v. — Hadf a Mil- 
lion of Money in. — \i^e,xJa.-ax^ ^"^ «»-« 
2 V. — Itv \3iae Ti^'j^ o^ tsc^^onx^ t^ - — 
\3ntroAQie\i 'Peaiiiis 2ccv^^3TvSx«i^'«w^*^^^~^ 
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1 V. — A Poetry-Book of Elder Poets 
z V. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modem Poets i v. — 
Lord Bracken bury 2 v. 



Edwards, M. 
Betham. 



Betham-: vide 



Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 

Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans — 
Mrs. Cross), f 1880. 

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Mamer x v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil , and Brother Jacob i v. — 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such z v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
I V. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 

"Elizabeth and her German 

Garden," Author of. 
Elizabeth and her Grerman Garden z v. — 
The Solitary Summer z v. — The Bene- 
factress 2 V. — Princess Pdsdlla's Fort- 
night XV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Riigen z v. 

Elliot, Mrs. Prances, f 1898. 

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily x v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome XV. — The Diary of an IdleWoman in 
Spain 2 v; — The Red Cardinal x v. — 
The Story of Sophia z v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople z v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip z V. 

*' Englishwoman's Love-Let- 
ters, an," Author of. 
An Englishwoman's Love-Letters z v. ' 

Erroll, Henry. 
An Ugly Duckling z ▼• 

Esler, E. RentouL 
The Way they loved at Grimpat z t. 

'Essays and Reviews ,' 
Authors of. 



it 



>i 



liie 



"Estelle Russell," Author of. 
Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D*. 

Three Sisters zv. — A Laughing Philo- 
sopher IV. — The Professor's Wooing iv. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
IV. — Orchardscroft i v. — Appassionata 
IV. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The 
Queen's Serf z v. 

*< Euthanasia," Author of. 
Euthanasia z v. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 

Jackanapes ; The Story of a Short Life ; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot x v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing x v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales z v. 

"Expiated," Author of. 
Expiated 2 ▼. 

Fargus, F. J. : vide Hugh Con- 
way. 

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), f 1903. 
Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

"Fate of Fenella, the," Authors 
of. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors z ▼. 

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide 
E. T. Fowler. 

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler. 

Fendall, Percy: vide F. C 
PhiHps. 

Fenn, George Manville. 

The Parson o' Dumford 2 ▼. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v. 

Fielding, Henry, -f 1754. 
Tom Jones 2 v. 

Findlater, Mary and Jane : t^'de 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Five Centuries 

of the English Language and Literature : 

John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. — 
Stbp\vealiaL'«i«&. — Sir Thomas More. — 



Essays nad Reviews. By various Aut\iOT»\l-ocVe.~TVoxa%^xviV^v.\.^^Q,^>o^>^^?^ 
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Fleming, George (Am.). 
Kismet z v. — Andromeda 2 ▼. 

Forbes, Archibald, f 1900. 

My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 ▼. — Soldiering 
and Scribbling i v. — ■ Memories and 
Stndies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
" Daily News," War Correspondence. 

Forrest, R. E. 

Eight Days 2 v, 

Forrester, Mrs. 

Viva 2 V. — Rbona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 V. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. — Juno 2 ▼. — 
Omnia Vanitas x v. — ^Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales x v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales i v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly x v. — Dearest 
2 v. — The Light of other Dajrs i v. — 
Too Late Repented i v. ' 

Forster, John, f 1876. 

The Life of Charles Dickens (with HIus- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 vj 

Fothergill, Jessie. 

The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. — 
Made or Marred, and "One of Three" 
IV. — ICith and Kin 2 v. — : Peril 2 v. — 
Borderland 2 v. 

"Found Dead," Author of: vide 
James Payn. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin). 

A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring- 
dons 2 V. — Fuel of Fire i v. — Place and 
Power 2 V. — In Subjection 2 v. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 

(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 

Laurence Felkin. 
Kate^f Kate Hall 2 v. 

Fox, Caroline, f 1871. 
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
Pym 2 v. 

"Frank Fairlegh," Author of 

(F. E. Smedley), \ 1864. 
Frank Fairlegh 2 ▼. 

Francis, M, E. 
The Duenna of a. (Genius i y. 



Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 
Illumination 2 v. — March Hares x v. 
Freeman, Edward A., f 1892. • 

The Growth of the English Constitution 
XV. — Select Historical Essays i v. — 
Sketches from French Travel i v. 

Froude,JamesAnthony,f 1894,. 

Oceana i v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essa3rs x v. 

Fullerton , Lady Georgiana, 
t 1885. 

Ellen Middleton i v. — Grantley Manor 
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 v. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds* 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary's Daughter x v. — 
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan x v. -^ TheCountcssde Bonneval 
IV. — Rose Leblanc i v. — Seven Stories 
XV. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal i v. 

— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
kerchief at the Window a v. — Eliane 
2 V. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Laureutia x v. 

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide 
Lady Blessington. 

Gaskell,Mrs., f 1865. 

Mary Barton x ▼. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South x ▼. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales XV. — The Life of Charlotte Bronte 
2 V. — Lois the Witch, etc. x v. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work 
IV. — Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cran- 
ford XV. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales 

X V. 

"Geraldine Hawthorne," Author 
of: vide Author of "Miss 
Molly." 

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lori- 

gard de Longgarde). 
Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha x v. — Ortho- 
dox TV. — The Wrong Man i v. — A Spot- 
less Reputation x v. — A Forgotten Sin x v. 

— One Year i v, — The Supreme Crime x v. 

— The Blood-Tax x v. — Holy Matrimony 
IV. — The Eternal Woman i v. — Made 
of Money x v. — The Bridge of Life x v. 

— The Three Essentials x v. — The Im- 
probable Idyl XV. — The Compromise 2 v. 
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Gibeme, Agnes. 

The Curate's Home i v. 

Gissing, George, j* 1903. 
Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v. 

— New Grub Street 2 v. 

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. E., 
t 189^- 

lt.ome and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion XV. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
XV. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts i v. 

Glyn, Elinor. 

The Visits of Elizabeth i v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine i v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline x v. — Beyond the 
Rocks X v. 

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte 
O'Conor Eccles. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 

Too Curious x v. 

Gordon, Julien (Am.). 
A Diplomat's Diary x v. 

Gordon, Major -Gen. C G., 

t 1885. 
His Tournals at Kartoum. Introduction 
and Kotes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 186 1. 

Castles in the Air x v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2 v. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 V. 

Grand, Sarah. 

Our Manifold Nature x v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. 

Grant, Miss. 

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 

— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 V, 



Grenyille : Murray, E. C (Xrois- 

Etoiles), t 188 1. 

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 V. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk (First 
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
XV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 t. — Strange Tales 
X V. — That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks x v. — People I have met x v. 

Grimwood, Ethel St Clair. 

My Three Years in Manipur (widi Por- 
trait) X V. 

Grohman, W. A. Baillie. 

Tyrol and the Tyrolese x v* 

Gunter, Archibald Clavering 
(Am.), f 1907. 
Mr. Barnes of New York x v» 

Guthrie, F.Anstey: vide Anstey. 

"Guy Livingstone," Author of 
(George Alfred Laurence), 



t 1876. 
Livii 



Gray, Maxwell. 

The Silence ofDestn Maitland a v. — TV^e 
Reproach ofAnnesley 2 v. 



Guy Livingstone i ▼. — Sword and 
Gown XV. — Barren Hbnonr x v. — 
Border and Bastillex v. — Maurice Dering 
XV. — Sans Merd 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros a v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 

Habberton, John (Am.). 

Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren XV. — The Bowsham Puzzle x t. — 
One Tramp ; Mrs. Maybum's Twins x ▼. 

Haggard, H. Rider. 

King Solomon's Mines x v. — She 2v. — 
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch's Head 2 t. — Maiwa's Revenge 
XV. — Mr. Meeson's Will i v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan's Wife i v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 V. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 3 v. — 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
XV. — Doctor Therne x v. — SwaUow 
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa i v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 
— Ayesha. The Return of * She ' 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita x v. 

'H.«l%•eM^,'^^^.'^^'t^^ *. Ajidrew 



Tauchniiz Edition. Complete List. 



13 



Hake, A. £. : vide Gen. Gordon. 
Hall, Mrs. S. C, f i88r. 

Can Wrong be Right? i v. — Marian z v. 
Hamerton , Philip Gilbert, 

1 1894- 
Marmome x v. — French and English 2 v. 

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 
" Not Easily Jealous." 

Hardy, Thomas. 

The Hand of Etheiberta 2 v. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 V. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 
— A Group of Noble Dames i v. — Tess 
of the D'Urbervilles 2 v. — Life's Little 
Ironies 1 v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. 

Harland, Heniy, f 1905. 

The Cardinal's Snuff- Box 1 v. — The 
Lady Paramount i v.— My Friend Prosper© 

I V. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that pass in the Night x v. — In 
Varying Moods i v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man i v. — The 
Fowler ? v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 
-!- The Scholar's Daughter i v. 

Harrison, Ag^es. 
Martin's Vineyard x t. 

Harrison, Mrs. Mary St. Leger : 
vide Lucas Malet 

Harte, Bret (Am.), | 1902. 

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts : — The Luck of Roadng Camp ; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat , etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches ; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills IV. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar i v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales i v. — The 
Story of a Mine i v. — Drift from Two 
Shores i v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches i v. — The Twins ot 
Table Mountain, and other Tales x v. — 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales 
IV. — Wip/ and other Stories i v. — On 
the Frontier i v. — By Shore and Sedge 
X r. — Maruja, z v. — Snow-bound at 



\ 



Eagle's , and Devil's Ford i v. — The 
Crusade of the "Excelsior" i v. — A 
Millionaire of Rough -and -Ready, and 
other Tales i v. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty x v. 
— Cressy x v. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales x v. — A Waif of 
the Plains i v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate XV. — A Sappho of Green Springs,- 
and other Tales x v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara x v. — Colonel Starbottle's Client, 
and some other People i v. — Susy i v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. i v. — A Protegee of 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. x v. -— The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. i y. — Clarence 
IV. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion ofEnriquez iv. — TheAncestors 
ofPeter Atherly, etc. iv. — Three Partners 
IV. — Tales of Trail and Town i v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow i v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation,andotherStories 
XV. — From Sand-Hill to Pine i v. — 
Under the Redwoods x v. — On the Old 
Trail x v. — Trent's Trust i v. 

Havelock,Sir Henry: vide Rev*. 

W. Brock. 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 

The Scarlet Letter x v. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 3 v. 

Heam, Lafcadio, f 1906. 
Kokoro I v. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex- 
ander. 

" Heir of Redclyfife, the," Author 
of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Helps, Sir Arthur, f 1875. 
Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biroa 
2 V. 

Hemans, Mts. Felicia, j- 1835. 
Select Poetical Works x v. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 

The Forest Lovers x v. — Little Novels 
of Italy XV. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales XV. — The Queen's Quair; 
or. The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures x v. — The Fool Erraxit i.'*» 

F\aTOe*2v. — T^vfc^X^N^^^.— ^^^?5j_ 
— TYxe ^ omaxL ^VCa ^t^^^^ -4. -« * — ^ 
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Garden of Allah 2 ▼. — The Black Spaniel, 
and Other Stories it. — The Call of the 
Blood 2 V. 

Hobart Pasba, Admiral, j- 1886. 

Sketches from my Life z v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 

Craigie), f 1906. 
The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenham 1 v. — The Serious Wooing 
XV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel. 
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 

2 V. 

Holdsworth, Annie E. 

The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
IV. — The Gods Arrive i v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow i v. — Great Low- 
lands XV. — A Garden of Spinsters x v. 

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr. 

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 

t 1894. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table X V. —The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table XV. — Over the Teacups x v. 

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 
Mr. Witt's Widow x v. — A Change 
of Air IV. — Half a Hero x v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess x v. — The God 
in the Car x v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio x v. -^ Comedies of Courtship 
IV. — The Heart of Princess Osra x v. — 
Phroso 2 V. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau x v. — The King's Mirror 
2 V. — Quisante i v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 

— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 
An Idler in Old France i v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris i v. — The Silent Gate i v. 

" Horace Templcton," Author of. 
Diary and Notes x v. 

Hornung, Ernest William. 

A Bride from the Bush x v. — Under 
Two Skies x v. — Tiny Luttrell x v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba i v. — My Lord 
Duke XV. — Young Blood x v. — Some 
Persons Unknown i v. — The Amateur 



the Rope x v. — No Hero x v. — Denis 
Dent IV. — Irralie's Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest i v, — Stingaree it. — 
A Thief in the Night x v. 

"Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 
36 V. — NovEi^ and Tales reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 

1856-59. I IV. 

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide "Recom- 
mended to Mercy."* 

"How to be Happy though 

Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married i v. 

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 

t 1899. 
One Summer xv. — Aunt Serena xv. — 
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. iv. — 
The Open Door 2 v. 

Howard, BlancheWilU8,f 1899, 

& William Sharp, j- 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife x ▼. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A Foregone Conclusion x v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook x v. — A Modem 
Instance 2 v. — The Undiscovered Country 
X V. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) x v. 

— Italian Journeys i v. — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance • X V. — Their Weddingjoumey 
IV. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage x v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice x v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers i v. — Miss Bellard's In- 
spiration I v. 

Hughes, Thomas, j- 1898. 

Tom Brown's School-Days x v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 

t 1897. 
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. 

— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys , Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
IV. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales XV. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
2 V. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. XV. — A Pasuve Crime, and other 
Stories XV. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 V. — A Mental Struggle a v. --: 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 



Cracksman i v. — The Rogue'sMarcYxiv. \ 'Bwtvcx^oxi \ n. — Ya&jj ^t^wkamere 2 v. 

- The Belle of TooTa\i i v. — PeccaviivA — l^aL^jf Nii^ox^^%X3i^Tw.Tv^ ^^— Jtt 

- The Black Mask i v. -The Shadow on^illo^exxv Uxce »^.-^*.th^\:.>,,--^>^ 
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Hon. Mrs. Vereker i v. — Under-Cur- 
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. x v. — A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories z v. — 
A Life's Remorse 2 v. — A Bom Coquette 
2 T. — The Duchess i v. — Lady Verner's 
Flight IV. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and "When in Doubt'* x v. — Nora 
Creina 2 ▼. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories XV. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery x v. — An Unsatis- 
factory Lover x v. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces i v. — A Tug of War 
XV. — The Professor's Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl XV. — Lovice i v. — The Coming of 
CUoe X v. 

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau- 
mont 

Hunt, Violet 
The Human Interest x v. 

Ingelow, Jean, f 1897. 

OflF the Skelligs 3 V. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger a v. — Don John 2 v. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
The Siege of Lucknow x v. 

Ingram, John H.: vide B. A. 
Poe. 

Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 
Caflfyn. 

Irving, Washington (Am.), 

t 1859. 
Tho Sketch Book (with Portrait) x v. — 
The Life of Mahomet i v. — Lives of tho 
Successors of Mahomet x v. — Oliver Gold- 
smith XV. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
XV. — Life of Greorge Washington 5 v. 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 

(Am.), t 1885. 
Ramona 2 v. 

Jacobs, W. W. 
Many Cargoes x v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant 
I v. — Sea Urchins x v. — A Master of 
Craft XV. — Light Freights i v. — At Sun- 
wich Port XV. — The Lady of the Barge i v. 

— Odd Craft x v. — Diailstone Lane x v. 

— .Captains All i v. 

James, Charles T. C 

Holy Wedlock xn 



James, G. P. R., f i860. 

Mprley Ernstein (with Portrait) x v. — • 
Forest Days i v. — The False Heir x v. — 
Arabella Stuart x v. — Rose d'Albret 
IV. — Arraii Neil i v. — Agincourt x v. — 
The Smuggler x v. — The Step-Mother 
2 V. r-r Beauchamp i v. — Heidelberg 
XV. — The Gipsy x v. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein i v. — Darnley i v. — Russell 
2 V. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am.). 

The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
IV. — Daisy Miller ; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings 1 v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 V. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. x v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. XV. — Confidence i v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 V. — Foreign Parts i v. — French 
Poets and Novelists i v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim i v. — Portraits of Places 
XV. — A Little Tour in France i v. 

Jeallreson, J. Cordy. 

A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 

"Who Breaks— Pays" i v. — Skir- 
mishing XV. — Once and Again 2 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace XV. — Jupiter's Daughters x v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 

Glnx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

«* Jennie of *The Prince V" 
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, K. Jerome. 
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
XV. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essajrs i v. — Novel Notes i v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green x v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Three Men on the Bummel x v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk x v. 
— Tommy and Co. x v. — Idle Ideas in 1903 

1 V. 

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857. 

History of St. Giles and St. James 

2 V. — Men of Character z v% 



\ 
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Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
"^ Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, j- 1784. 

Lives of the English Poets 2 ▼• 

Jolly, Emily. 
Colonel Dacre 2 v. 

Joshua Davidson," Author of: 
vide Mrs. £. Lynn Linton. 



a 



Kavanagh, Miss Julia, f 1877. 

Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Bums 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v, — Rachel Gray x v. — 
Adele 3 V. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters i v. — English Women of Letters 
XV. — Queen Mab a v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 V. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien 
3 V. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 V. — Vide also Series for the Young, 
p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, | 1879. 
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v. 

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es- 
terre. 

Kempis, Thomas a. 
The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. x v. 

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), j* 

Saint Leger x v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad i v. — Undercurrents x v. — 
Was he Successful? x v. — To-Day in New 
York X V. 

Kinglake, Alexander William, 

t 1891. 
Eothen x v. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea X4 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 

Yeast XV. — Westward ho ! 2 v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke XV. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 t. 

. Kingsley, Henry, -f 1876. 

Ravensboe 2 v, — Austin EWiot 1 v. — 

Geoffry Hamlya 2 v. — The HUlyaxs and 

the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court x v. — 

Valeatia i v, — Oaksbott CasUo i v. — 



Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange 
Garden 2 v. 

Kinross, Albert 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere x v. 

Kipling, Rudyard. 

Plain Tales from the Hills x v. —The 
Second Jungle Book x v. — The Seven 
Seas IV. — "Captains Courageous" 
X v. — The Day's Work x v. — A Fleet 
in Being x v. — Stalky & Co. x v. — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night XV. — Kim x v. — Just So Stories i v. 
— The Five Nations x v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries i v. — Puck of Pook's Hill i v. 

Lafian, May. , 

Flitters, Tatters, and the Councilor, 
etc. X V. 

Lamb, Charles, f 1834. 

The Essays of EUa and Eliana i v. 

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 
Haggard. 

Langdon, Mary (Am.). 
Ida May x v. 

"Last of the Cavaliers, the," 

Author of (Miss Piddington). 
The Last of the Cavaliers ^ v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

•Easzowska, M>^® de: vide £. 
Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of: vide " Guy Living- 



i» 



stone. 

Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 
Hurrish x v. 

"Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:" 
vide Victoria R I. 

Lee, Holme, -j- 1900 : vide Harriet 
Parr. 

Lee, Vernon. 

PopeJac]rnth, etc. x v. — Grenius Loci, and 
The Enchanted Woods x v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., | 1873. 
"VSucVft SvVas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v. 
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2 V. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 

2 V. 

<* Letters of I^er Mothet to 
Elizabeth, the/' Author of: 
vide W. R. H. Trowbridge. 

Lever, Charles, f 1872. 

The O'Donoghue i v. — The Knight of 
Gwynne 3 V. — Arthur O'Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrcquer 2 v. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of ** Ours" 3 V. — 
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 

3 V. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2V. — 
Maurice Tiemay 2 ▼. — Sir Jasper Carew 

'2 V. — Barrington 2 v. ■— A Day's Ride 
2 V. -f- Luttrellof Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 V. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud i v. — That Boy of Nor- 
CQtt's I V. — St. Patrick's Eve; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions z v. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 V. 

Levetti-Yeats, S. 

The Honour of Savelli z v. — The 
Chevalier d'Aujiac i v. — The Traitor's 
Way IV. — The Lord Protector i v. — 
Orrain i v. 

Lewes, G. H., f 1878. 

Ranthorpe i v. — The Physiology 01 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting i v. 

Linton, Mrs. £. L3mn, f 1898. 

The true History of Joshua Davidson 
XV. — Patricia KembaU 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. -»r Under which 
Lord? 2 V. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories i v. — Todhunters' at Loan- 
in* Head, and other Stories i v. — " My 
Love I " 2 V. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays x v. — lone 2 v. 

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 
I 1882. 

Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 
Diplomatic. Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(wit^ Portrait) 2 v. 

Longard, M'"* de: vide D. 
- Gerard* 



Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 V. — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 V. — The New-England Tragedies \ v. 

— The Divine Tragedy i v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books of Song i v. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 

Lonsdale, Margaret 

Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) 1 V. 

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 

Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son IV. — Old Gorgon Graham i v. 

"Lost Battle, a," Author of. 
A Lost Battle 2 v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 

bury). 
The Pleasures of Life i v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) i v. — 
The Use of Life 1 v. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses 1900-1903 x v. 

<*Lutfullah": vide Eastwick. 
Lyall, Edna, t 1903. 

We Two 2 V. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Kaight-Errant 
2 V. — Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 V. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers x v. 

Lytton, Lord: vide £. Bulwer. 

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems 2 V. — Fables in Song 2 t. 

Maartens, Maarten. 
The Sin of Toost AveHngh i v. — An 
Qld Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v. 

— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory x v. — Some 
Women I have known x v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. -^ Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman's Victory, and 
Other Stories 2 v. 

M^Aulay, Allan: vide Kate 
Douglas Wiggin. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thotxtoa 



i8 
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La3rs of Ancient Rome x v. — Speeches 
^ V. — Biographical Essays z v. — Wil- 
liam Pitt, Atterbury i v. — (See also 
Trevelyan). 

McCarthy, Justin. 

The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan- 
thrope 2 V. — A History of our own Times 

5 V. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A short 
History of our own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges vols, i & 
2. — A History of our own Times vols. 

6 & 7 (supplemental) . — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, George, -|- 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howgl^n 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. —The Vicar's Daughter 
2 v. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 V. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and oth^r Tales i v. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdie x v. 

Mackarness, Mrs., -j* 1881. 

Sunbeam Stories i v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v. 

Mackay, Eric, f 1898. 

Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems IV. 

' MO Knight, Charles (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, Ian. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush it. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne x v. — His 
Majesty Baby i v. 

Macleod, Fiona, f 1905. 

Wind and Wave x v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales I v. 

Macleod, Norman, f 1872. 
The Old Lieutenant and his Son x v. 

Macpherson, James, -{- 1796: 
vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 

Fatty 2 v. — Miriam's Marriage 2 v. — 

Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 

Soon IV.—' My Story 2 v. — D'lau© 2 v. 

— - Beside the Kiver a» v. — A Fa\l\vtv\\ 

L,9ver 2 V. 



** Mademoiselle Mori," Author 
of (Miss Roberts). 
Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise x v. 
— Madame Fontenoy i v. — On the 
Edge of the Storm x v. — The Atelier du 
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope. 
Maine, B. S. 

Scarscliff Rocks 2 v. 

Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B., 
G.C.M.G. 

Shifting Scenes x v. 

Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary SL 
J-eger Harrison). 
Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 V. — The 
Far Horizon 2 v. 

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B. 

Memoirs of an Ex- Minister 3 v. 

Mann, Mary £. 
A Winter's Tale x v. -- The Cedar 
Star X V. 

Mansfield, Robert Blachford. 

The Log of the Water Lily x v. 
Mark Twain : vide Twain. 

"Marmome," Author of: vide 
P. G. Hamerton. 

Marryat, Capt, f 1848. 

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) i t. — 
Percival Keeneiv. — Peter Simple iv. — 
Japhet in Search of a Father x v. — 
Monsieur Violet i v. — The Settlers in 
Canada x v. — The Mission x v. — The 
Privateer's-Man x v. — The Children ot 
the New-Forest i v. — Valerie x v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy x v. — The King's 
Own X v. 

Marryat, Florence, \ 1899. 

Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 V. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Vferoniquo 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods XV. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat i v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2 v. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter Im- 
^s&vbvUty XV. — The Poison of Asps, 
asL^ o>2iMx ^XjQxv^ii -VN . — ^ Lucky Disap* 

•OVitk. C\x^^' ' * ^ , — 'Sax '^^'^^e 's.'^^ssaa 
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2 ▼. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A Littla Stepson x v. — Written in Fire 
2 V. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 V. — The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 
With Cupid's £yes 2 v. — My Sister the 
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 v. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, and other Stories x ▼. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
IV. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre- 
sumptive 2 V. — The Master Passion 2 v. 

— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 V. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence 2 ▼. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin x v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 

— The Spirit World i v. — The Beautiful 
Soul I V. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs IV. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 V. — A Passing Madness i v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire i v. — A Soul on 
Fire i v. — Iris the Avenger x v. 

Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell), 

t 1874. 
Ravenscliffe 2 v, — Emilia Wyndham 
2 V. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v. 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, \ 1899. 

Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal x v. — 
Benvenuta i v. — Lady Alice i v. — 
Dayspring i v. — Life's Aftermath i v. — 
In the East Country i v. — No. XIII; or. 
The Story of the Lost Vestal x v. — In 
Four Reigns x v. — On tbo Banks of the 
Ouse XV. — In the City of Flowers x v. — 
Alma IV. — Under Salisbury Spire i v. 

— The End Crowns All i v. — Winchester 
Meads i v. — Eventide Light i v. — 
Winifrede's Journal x v. — Bristol Bells 
1 V. — ^"In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell IV. — A Lily among Thorns i v. 

— Penshurst Castle x v. — Kensington 
Palace i v. — The White King's Daughter 
XV. — The Master of the Musicians i v. 

— An Escape from the Tower i v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace x v. — Castle 
Meadow i v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey x v. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts j v. — Under the Dome of St. 

Pau1*s Jr. — The Pirson's Daughter 

I r. ■ 



Mason, A. £. W. 

The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony i v. — The Courtship of Mor- 
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
The Watchers x v. 

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 
Reeves). 

"Cherry Ripe!" 2 v. — "Land o' the 
Leal ** IV. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. x v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre's Acquittal 
2 V. — Found Out XV. — Murder or Man- 
slaughter? XT. — The Fashion of this 
World (8oPf.)— Blind Justice, and "Who, 
being dead, yet Speaketh " x v. — What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
IV. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders i v, — " Honey" x v. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt x v. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays i v. — The 
Ferryman x v. — Tally Ho ! 2 v. 

Maurice, Colonel. 

The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe x v. 

Manner, George du, f 1896. 
Trilby 2 V. — The Martian 2 v. 

Maxwell, Mrs.:z/.MissBraddon. 

Maxwell, W. B. 

The Ragged Messenger 2 v. — TheGnarded 
Flame 2 v. 



"Mehalah," Author of: 
Baring-Gould. 



vide 



Melville, George J. Whyte,. 

t 1878. 

Kate Coventry x v. — Holraby House 
2 V. — Digby Grand i v. — Good for No- 
thing 2 V. — The Queen's Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v, — The 
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose 2 v. — 
M. or N. X V. — Contraband x v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v. — 
Katerfelto x v. — Sister Louise i v. — 
Rosine x v. — Roys' Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 V. — Riding Recollections xv. 

MeAiorial Volumes; 'uidx. "^v*^ 
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, Meredith, George, 
rlie Ordeal of Richard Feverel a v. — 
Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians x v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 3 v. — The Amazing Marris^e 
2 V. 



Meredith, Owen: vide Robert 
Lord Lytton. 

Merrick, Leonard. 
The Man who was good z v. — This 
Stage of Fools x v. — Cynthia x v. — One 
Man's View i v. — The Actor-Manager 
IV. — TheWorldlingfs i v. — When Love 
flies out o' the Window i v. — Conrad in 
Quest of His Youth i v. — The Quaint 
Companions x v. — Whispers about Women 

I V. 

Merriman, Henry Seton, f 1903. 

Young Mistley x v. — Prisoners aaid 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another i v. — With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam i v. — In 
Kedar's Tents x v. — Roden's Comer 
IV. — The Isle of Unrest i v. — The Velvet 
Glove X V. — The Vultures x v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard i v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories i v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 

tyre. 
The Money-Spinner, etc. i ▼. 

Milne, James. , 

The Epistles of Atkins x v. 

Milton, John, -[•1674. 
Poetical Works x v. 

"Molly, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne x v. ' 

"Molly Bawn," Author of: vide 
Mrs. Hungerford. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood x v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2 v. — Thwarted x v. — Wild Mike 
X V. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
IV. — Transformed x v. — The Fisher- 
man'i Daughter, etc. x v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged i v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and Other Tales x v. 

Moore, Frank Frankfort 

*^ I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. — A Gray 

Eye or So 2 v. — One Fait DawgVvlet 

s V, — They Call it Love 2 v. -rlVve 

Jessamy Bride x v. — The MiU\ona\Tes xv 

— Nell Gwyn — Comediaa 1 v.— ADanxae\ 



or Two I V. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman x v. — The White Causeway x v« 

— The Artful Miss Dill i v. 

Moore, George. 

Celibates i v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
Sister Teresa 2 v. — The Un tilled Field i v. 

— Confessions of a Young Man i v. — The 
Lake x v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life x v.. 

Moore, Thomas, f 1852. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Morgan, Lady, -|- 1859. 

Memoirs 3 v. 

Morley, Henry, -j- 1894. 

Of English Literature in the Reigfn of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published x88i) x v. 

Morris, WTilliam. 

A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer x v. 

Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets x v. — A Child 
of the Jago x v. — To London Town i v. 

— Cunning Murrell x v. — The Hole in the 
Wall I V. — The Green Eye of Goona x v. 

— Divers Vanities x v. 

Muirhead, James FuUarton. 
The Land of Contrasts x v. 

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 
Murray, David Christie. 

Rainbow Gold 2 v. 

Murray, GrenviHe: v. Grenville. 

"My Little Lady," Author of: 
vide E. Frances Poynter. 

New Testament, the. 

The Authorised English Version , with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischea" ' 
dorf (vol. xooo, published 1869) x v. 

Newby, Mrs. C. J. 
Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), ^ 1890. 
Callista x v. 

Nicholls, Mrs. : vide Currer Belt 
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«No Church," Author of (F. 

Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen : — a Waif 2 v, 

Noel, Lady Augusta. 
From Generation to Generation x v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v. 

Norris, Frank (Am.), f 1902. 
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v. 

Norris, W. E. 
My Friend Jim i v. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton 1 v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's IV. — A Victim of Good Luck 
IV. — The Dancer in Yellow i v. — 
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
riage 2 V. — The Fight for the Crown 
X V. — TheWidower tv. — Giles Ingilby iv. 

— The Flower of the Flock i v. — His 
Own Father i v. — The Credit of the County 
IV. — Lord Leonard the Luckless i v. — 
Nature's Comedian i v. — Nigel's Vo- 
cation X v. — Barham of Beltana i v. — 
Harry and Ursula i v. 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877. 
Stuart of Dunleath 2 t. — Lost and' 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

" Not Easily Jealous," Author of 

(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 

"Novels and Tales": vide 
"Household Words." 

0*Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 

Godfrey). 
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore x v. 

— The Matrimonial Lottery i v. 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888. 
Altiora Feto 2 v. — Masollam 2 v. 

Oliphant, Mrs., f 189;. 
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland i v. — Agnes 2 v. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
"Wife 2 V. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family i v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2 v, — 
A Rose in June i v, — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White- 
ladies 2 v. — The Curate in Charge i v. — 
Pbcobe^ Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
CaritA z y, — Young- 3fusgrave 2 v.. 



Translated by 



The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v, — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In 
Trust 2 V. — It was a Lover and his Lass 
3 V. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 
3 V. — The Wizard's Son 3 V. — A 
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours ontheGreen x v. — TheDuke's 
Daughter i v. — The Fugitives i v. — 
Kirsteen 2 v. — Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen i v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 

2 V. — The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life i v. — 
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 

"One who has kept a Diary": 
vide George W. £. Russell. 

Osboumej Lloyd (Am.). 
Baby Bullet x v. — Wild Justice i v. — The 
Motormaniacs x v. 

Ossian. 
The Poems of Ossian. 
James Macpherson i v. 

Ouida. 

Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Fuck 2 t. — 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under 
two Flags 2 V. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm ; A Dog of Flanders ; 
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
XV. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes x v. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes i v. — Pascarel 2 v. 

— Held in Bondkge 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes x v. — Signa(with Portrait) 

3 V. — In aWinter City x v. — AriadnS 2 v. — 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 V. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories i v. — A Village Com- 
mune 2 V. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
XV. — Wanda 3 V. — Frescoes and other 
Stories XV. — Princess Napraxine 3 V. — 
Othmar 3 V. — A Rainy June (60 Pf.). Don 
Gesualdo (60 Pf.) . — A House Party x v. — 
Guilderoy 2 V. — Syrlin 3 V. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories x v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
IV. — Two Offenders x v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. XV. — Toxin, and other Papers 
X v. — Le Selve, and Tenia i v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays i v. — La Strega, and other 
Stories XV. — The Waters of Edera i v. 

— Street Dost, and Other Stories x v» — 
Critical Studies w. 



2^ 
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Parker, Sir Gilbert 

The Battle of the Strong^ 2 t. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt i y. — 
The Seats of the Mighty 2 v. 

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 

f 1900. 

Basil Godfrey's Caprice 2 v. — For 
Richer, for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful 
Miss Barrington 2 v. — Her Title of 
Honour i v. — Echoes of a Famous 
Year i tr. — Katfaerine's Trial x v. — The 
Vicissitudes of Bessie Fairfax 2 v. — Ben 
Milner's Wooing i v. — Straightforward 
2v. — Mrs.DenysofCote 2V. — A Poor 
Squire i ▼. 

Parr, Mrs. 

Dorothy Fox i v. — The Prescotts of 
Paniphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
XV. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v. 

Paston, George. 

A Stddy in Prejudices x ▼. — A Fair 
Deceiver i v. 

Paul, Mrs. : z;/^ Author of " Still 
Waters." 

«*Paul Ferroll," Author of (Mrs. 

Caroline Clive), f 1873. 

Paul Ferroll x v. — Year after Year i v. 
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife x v. 

Payn, James, f 1898. 

Found Dead i v. — Gwendoline's Har- 
vest IV. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil's Tryst 

1 V. ~ A Woman's Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master x v. — In the Heart 01 
a Hill, and other Stories z v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter's Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2V. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 

2 V. — High Spirits x v, — High Spirits 
(Second Series) x v. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 V. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
IV.*— For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me- 
mory 2 V. — The Canon's Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections XV. — The Talk of the Town 
IV. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 t. — 

The Heir of the Ages 2 v. — HoWdayTasVs 
XV, — Glow-Worm Talc» (First Series) \ k I>«t\ \tv ^x«lH^ «Jk«i^ 1. ^, — A Full 

J v.— Glow- Worm Tales (Second Series) \ZxivSKi!Siiixs.,^^^^^'^'^^Yi:S~^ 
V. - A Prince of the Blood z v. - T:\io \'LucVx«^\.oiTax^^i.N.-lioox^vN.s^^^^ 



Mystery of Mirbridge 2 t. — The Bomt 
Million 2 V. — The Word and the WUl 
2 V. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones XV. — A Modem Dick Whitting- 
ton 2 V. — A Stumble on tlie Threshold 
2 V. — A Trying Patient i v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper i v. — 
In Market Overt x v. — The Disappear- 
ance of George Driffell, and other*Ta1es 
IV. — Another's Burden etc. i v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran x v. 

Peard, Frances Mary. 

One Year 2 v. -r-The Rose-Garden i v. — 
Unawares i v. — Thorpe Regis i v. — A 
Winter Story i v. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories i v. — Cartouche i v. — 
Mother Molly x v. — Schloss and Town 
2 V. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh- 
bours IV. — Alicia Tennant i v. — Ma- 
dame's Granddaughter x v. — Donna 
Teresa i v. — Number One and Number 
Two IV. — The Ring from Jaipur i v. 

Pemberton, Max. 

The Impregnable City i v. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt i v. — The Phantom Army 
IV. — The Garden of Swords i v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne i v. — Pro Patria i v. 

— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King I V. — The House under the Sea i v. 

— The Gold Wolf i v. — Doctor Xavier i v. 
— ■ Red Mom i v. — Beatrice of Venice 2 v. 

— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette i v. — The Lady Eveljm i v. 

— The Diamond Ship i v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, f 181 1. 

Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3 V. 

Philips, F. C 
As in a Looking Glass i v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter i v. — Lucy Smith x v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman i v. — Jack and 
ThreeJ ills i v. — Little Mrs. Murray i v.— 
Young Mr.Ainslie's Courtship i v. — Social 
Vicissitudes i v. — : Extenuating Circum- 
stances, and A French Marriage z v. — 
More Social Vicissitudes iv. — Constance 
2 V. — That Wicked Mad'moiselle, etc 
IV. — ADoctorin Difficulties, etc. i v. — 
Black and White i v. — **One Never 
Knows" 2 V. — Of Course x v. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protege i v, — My little Hus- 
band IV. — Mrs. Bouverie z v. — A 
Qa.«s.\\otv of Colour, and otherStories iv. — 
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%y. — Eliza Clarke, Grovemess, and Other 
Stories i v. — Marriage, etc. x v. — School- 
girls of To-day, etc. i v. — If Only, etc. i v. 
— An Unfortunate Blend i v. — A Bar- 
rister's Courtship x v. 

Philips, F. C & Percy FendalL 
A. Daughter's Sacrifice x v. — Margaret 
Byng X V. 

Philips, F. C & C J. Wills. 
The "FataX Phryneiv. — The Scudamores 
IV. — A Maiden Fair to See x v, — Syhil 
Ross's Marriage x v. 

Phillpotts, Eden. 
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
XV. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth x v. — The Striking Hours 
XV. — The Farm of the Dagger i v. — 
The Golden Fetich i v. —The Whirlwind 
2 v. 

Phillpotts, B. & Arnold Bennett 

The Sinews of War x v. 

Piddington, Miss: videAxi^ox of 

"The Last of the Cavaliers." 

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), j* 1849. 
Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram x v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram x V. 

Pope, Alexander, f 1744. 

Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) i ▼• 

Poynter, Miss E. Frances. 
My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 ▼. — 
Among the Hills x v. — Madame de 
Presnel x v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 
Zero XV. — Affinities x v. — The Head 
Station 2 v. 

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878. 

Stepping Heavenward x ▼. 

Prince Consort, the, f 1861. 

His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Pryce, Richard. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections z v. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming x v. — Time and the 
Woman x v. 

Pym, Hor. N. : v, Caroline Fox. 

Queen, H. M. the; vide Victoria 
R. I. 

QuUler-douch, A. T. ("Q")- 

Kougbts and Crosses i v. — I Saw Three 

SJiIps tv,— Pcad 3Xaa*8 Rock ly, — la 



and other Tales z ▼. — The Ship of Stars 
z V. — The Adventures of Harry Revel x v. 
— Fort Amity x v. — Shakespeare's Christ- 
mas, and Other Stories z v. ^ The Mayor 
of Troy x v. 

Rae, W. Eraser, •]• 1905. 

Westward by Rail x v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance 2 v. — The Business ofTravel x v. 

Raimondr C E. (Miss Robins). 
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. 

"Rajah's Heir, the," Author of. 
The Rajah's Heir 2 v. 

Reade, Charles, f 1884. 
** It is never too late to mend " 2 ▼. — 
"Love me little, love me long** x v. — 
The Qoister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 
fington XV. — Christie Johnstone x v. — 
A Simpleton 2 ▼. — The Wandering Heir 
z V. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
z ▼. — Singleheart and Doubleface x v. 

"Recommended to Mercy," 
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 
" Recommended to Mercy " 2 v. — Zoe's 
" Brand " 2 v. 

Reeves, Mrs.: z/. Helen Mathers. 
Rh3rs, Grace. 

Mary Dominic i v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila x v. 

Rice, James: v, Walter Besant 
Richards, Alfred Bate, f 1876. 

So very Human 3 v. 

Richardson, S., -|- 1761. 
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 V. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

"Rita." 

Souls XV. — The Jesters x v. — The Mas- 
queraders 2 v. — Queer Lady Judas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming i v. — The Pointing 
Finger i v. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 

Tide ^va-a T>aa.O«etv3 . 
"Robeiva, '^Vs.'^-. i)ide feooj^w^i^ ^ 
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Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 

t 1853. 
Sermons 4 v. 

Robins, Miss: vide Raimond. 

Robinson, F.: vide Author of 
" No Church." 

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 

Outdoor Pastimes of an American Jinnter 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Ross, Charles H. 
The Pretty Widow x. ▼. — A London 
Romance 2 v. 

Ross, Martin: vide BomcrvWl^ 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, f 1882. 
Poems XV. — Ballads and Sonnets x v. 

"Roy Tellet." 

The Outcasts i v. — A Draught of 
Lethe x v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 

Ruffini, J., t 1881. 

Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio x v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni i v. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura x v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris x v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories x v. 

Ruskin, John, -j* 1902. 
S^ame and Lilies x y. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this 
Last and Munera Pulveris x v. — The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra- 
tions) X V. 

Russell, W. Clark. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v. — The " Lady 
Maud" 2 v. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 

Russell, George W. £. 

Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A Londoner's 
Log-Book X V. 

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 

Saunders, John. 

Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship* 
owner's Daughter 2 v. — A Noble Wife 2 v. 

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. 
Cooper)* 



Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t 1903. 
My Official Wife x v. — The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Scharayl's Wooing x v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 v, — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. — The 
Aniurchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
X V. — In the Old Chateau x v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. — Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modem Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v.— The Mysteiy of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki x v. 

Schreiner, Olive. 

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona- 
land X V. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 

Waverley (.with Portrait) x v. — The 
Antiquary x v. — Ivanhoe x v. — KeniU 
worth IV. — Quentiu Durward x v. — Old 
Mortality x v. — Guy Mannering x v. — 
Rob Roy X v. — The Pirate x v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel x v. — The Black Dwarf ; 
A Legend of Montrose x v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor x v. — The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 V. — The Monastery x v. — The 
Abbot IV. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock xv. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth z ▼. — Anne of 
Geierstein x v. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R, M.A.,f 1895. 

Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of £ng<* 
land XV. — Goethe i v. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, -t* 1906. 

Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v. 

Shakespeare, William, j- 16 16. 

Plays and Poems (with Portrait) f Second 
Edition) 7 V. — Doubtful Pla3rs 1 v. 

Shakespeare's PlajfS may also be had ia 
37 numbers, at Ji 0,30. each number. 

Sharp, William: vide Miss 
Howard and Swinburne. 

Shelley, Percy By sshe, \ 1822. 
K.^(^^c'Ok»^lcoTsiVi>& Poems z v. 
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Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, 
t 1816. 

The Dramatic Works x v. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 
John Inglesant a r. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise x v. 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C, CB^ 

Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 v. 

Smedley, F. E. : vide Author of 

"Frank Fairlegh." 

Smollett, Tobias, f 1771. 
Roderick Random it. — Humphry 
Clinker 1 r. — Pere^ne Pickle a v. 

" Society in London,** Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident x v. 

Somerville, E. CE., & Martin 
Ross. 
Naboth*s Vineyard i ▼. — All on the 
Irish Shore x v. 

"Spanish Brothers, the," Author 
of 
The Spanish Brothers 2 v. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875. 
The History of England 7 v, — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 ▼. 

Steel, Flora Annie. 
The Hosts of the Lord 2 ▼. — In the 
Quardianship of God i v. 

Steevens, G. W., •]• 1900. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith x v. 

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 

Tristram Shandy x v. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) x ▼. 

Stevenson, Robert Loui8,f 1 894. 
Treasure Island x v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage x v. — 
Kidnapped x ▼. — The Black Arrow x v. — 
TheMaster of Ballantrae x r. — The Merry 
Men , etc. x v. — Across the Plains, etc. x v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments x ▼. — 
Catriona x v. — Weir of Hermiston x v. — 
St. Ives 2 ▼. — In the South Seas 2 r. — 
Tales and Fantasies x v. 

"Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. 
Paul). 
Still Waters x r. — Dorothy x v. — Be 
Cressjr IV.— Uncle Ralph x v. — Maiden 



Sisters x v. — Martha Browniv.^ Vanessa 

IV. 

Stirling, M. C: vide G. M. Craik. 
Stockton, Frank R (Am.). 

The House of Martha x v. 

"Story of a Penitent Soul, the," 
Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul x v. 

" Story of Elizabeth, the," Authot 
of: vide Miss Thackeray. 

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 
(Am.), f 1896. 

Uncle Tom*s Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 2 v. — Dred 
2 V. — The Minister's Wooing x v. — Old- 
town Folks 2 V. 

"Sunbeam Stories," Author of: 
vide Mrs. Mackamess. 

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift)t 

t 1745. 
Giilliver's Travels z v. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles. 

Atalanta in Calydon : and Ljrrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) XV. — Love's Cross-Currents x v. 

Symonds, John Addington, 
t 1893. 

Sketches in Italy x v. — New Italian 
Sketches i v. 

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H. S. Merri- 
man. 

Tasma. 
Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill 2 v. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893. 

Cjrrilla 2 v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 V, — At Odds 2 v. 

Taylor, CoL Meadows,-)- 1876. 
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

Templeton: vide Author of 
"Horace Templeton." 

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), f 1 89 2. 

Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen 24ary 
IV. — Harold x v. — Becket% TVv^Os^s 
TV\e ¥a\coTv i. n. — \.«ieMiv«^ '^^J^ > ^vis?i 
Year»ahct ;T\i«.^Tomvsfct.\^^-5 *^'^vl**''^^ 

Kw Son ^^Otv'PorXx^lVC^ nn. 
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Testament, the New: vide New. 

Thackeray, William Make- 
peace, f 1863. 
Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis 1 v, — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 v, — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century x v. — The Ne wcomes 4 V. — The 
Virginians 4 V. — The Four Georges ; 
Lovel the Widower i v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 V. — Denis Duval x v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
IV. — The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 
The Story of Elizabeth i v. —The Village 
pn the Cliff i v. — Old Kensington 2 v. — 
Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories i v. — 
Five Old Friends i v. — Miss Angel i v. — 
Out of the World, and other Tales i v. — 
FulhamLawn, andother Tales iv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays i v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales i v. — Madame 
de S^gne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson's Divagations x v. — A Book 
of Sibyls XV. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from som6 Memoirs x v. 

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Gruard 2 v. — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
2 V. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. 

Thomson, James, f 1748. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v. 

"Thoth," Author of. 
Thoth 1 V. 

"Tim," Author of. 
Tim I V. . 

Tra£ford, F. G.: v. Mrs. Riddell. 

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir 
George Otto. 

The Life and Lettei^ of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 ▼. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v. 

Trois-Etoiles , vide Grenville: 
Murray. 

TroJJope, Anthony, ■(• 1882. 
Doctor Thome 2 v. — The Bettraitv* 

I V. 



— North America 3 ▼. — Orley Farm 3 v. 

— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at AUington 3 V. — Can you forgive her? 
3 V. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatka x v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 v. — The Claverings 2 v. — Phineas 
Finn 3 V. — He knew he was right 3 v. — 
TheVicar of BuUhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite x v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere x v. — Australia and New Zea* 
land 3 V, — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil i v. — The Way we 
live now 4 v. — The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South A^frica 

2 V. — Is Tie Popenjoy ? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye x v. — John Caldigate 3 V. — Cousiii 
Henry x v. — The Duke's Children 3 V. — 
Dr. Wortle's School i v. — Ayala's Angel 

3 V. — The Fixed Period i v. — Marion Fay 
2 V. — Kept in the Dark x v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories x v. — Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories x v. — La M^re 
Bauche, and other Stories x v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories x ▼. — 
An Autobiography x v. — An Old Man's 
Love X V. ' 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1892. 

The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 r. 

— A Siren 2 v. 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 

The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
X V. — A Girl ot the Multitude x v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg z v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate x ▼. 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.). 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer z y. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or , The New 
Pilgrims* Progress 2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 
2 V. — "Roughing it" i v. — The In- 
nocents at Home x v. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. x ▼. -^ Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 V. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
IV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 ▼. — Selections 
from American Humour x v. — > A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Claimant x v. — The £ z 000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories i v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad z v. — Pudd'nhead 
Wilson X V. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2 v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
axvd. o\hiet Tales x ▼. — More Tramps 
^kXffO^A. » N, — Tcsft ^«Xk \Viat corrupted 



f 
•1 



I 



? V. — The Warden i v. — Batc\icsteT 

lowers 2 r, — Castle Richmond 2 v. — TVie \ "a^L^c^Xsw^, «!«.*^ ^ • — KTi«^j^tfcJi«t 

Vest Indies i v Framley Parsonage a v. \ xe\\e^Xit^ft^"»'^*^"«^^- ^^* -J.^- 
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**Two Cosmos, the," Author of. 
The Two Cosmos z v. 

Vachell, Horace Annesley. 
Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay x v. 

"Venus and Cupid/' Author of. 
Ventis and Cupid x v. 

»*Vdra,** Author of. 
V&ra I ▼. — The H6tel du Petit St. 
Jean x v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea a v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. — Ninette x v. 

Victoria R. I. 

Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from X848 to x86x x v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from X862 to 1882 x v. 

"Virginia," Author of. 
Virginia x v. 

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 

With Zola in England x v. 

Walford, L. B. 
Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins 
2 V. — Troublesome Daughters 2 ▼. — 
Leddy Marget x v. 

Wallace, D. Mackenzie. 

Russia 3 v. 

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), j- 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Warburton, Eliot, f 1852. 

The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v. 

Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 

Robert Els mere 3 V. — David Grieve 
ly. — MissBretherton x v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell x v. — Sir George Tressady 
2 V. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose's Daughter 2 v. 

— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Eenwick's Career 2 v. 

Warner, Susan vtie^: WetherelL 

Warren, Samuel, ^ 1877. 

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
I'housand a- Year 3 V. — Now and Then 
z v. — The Lily and the Bee z v. 

•*Waterdale Neighbours, the," 
Author of : z/. Justin McCarthy. 
Watts-Dunton, Theodore. 

Aylwin 2 v. 

Wells, H. G. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. x v. — The War 
of the Worlds'! v. — The Invisible Man i v. 

— The Time Machine, and The Island ot 
Voctor Morenu if. — When the Sleeper 



Wakes i v. — Tales of Space and Time x v. 

— The Plattner Story, and Others x v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham x v. — TheWheels 
of Chance i v. — Anticipations x v. — The 
First Men in the Moon x v. — The Sea Lady 

1 v, — Mankind in the Making 2 v. — Twelve 
Stories and a Dream i v. — The Food of 
the Gods x v. — A Modern Utopia x v. — 
Kipps 2 v. — In the Days of the Comet i v. 

— The Future in America x v. 

Westbury, Hugh. 
Acte 2 V. 

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan 

Warner) (Am.), f 1885. 
The wide, wide World i v. — Queechy 

2 V. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v.— 
Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 

Weyman, Stanley J. 

The House of the Wolf x v. — The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black x v. — 
Under the Red Robe x v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 V. — From the Memoirs of a Minb- 
ter of France x v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 

— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 

— Sophia 2 V. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings* Byways x v. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. 

Wharton, Edith (Am.). 
The House of Mirth 2 v. 

**Whim, a, and its Conse« 
quences," Author of. 

A Whim, and its Consequences i v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 

The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 

White, Percy. 
Mr. Bailey-Martin xv.-TheWestEnd2v. 
— The New Christians x v. — Park Lane 2 v. 
— The Countess and The King's Diary x v. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter x v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgfrim XV. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man x v. — Mr. John Strood 
z V. — The Eight Guests 2 v. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol i v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 

The Island; or. An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality i v. — No. 5 John Street x v. 
—The Life of Paris i v.— TheYellowVan x v. 

— Ring in the New 1. v. 
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1 V. — Reminiscences of tbe King of 
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman z v. 

— Conversations with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman i v. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

'•Who Breaks— Pays," Author 
of: vide Mrs. Jenkin. 

Whyte Melville, George J.: 
vide Melville. 

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 

Timothj''s Quest i v. — A Cathedral 
Courtship, and Penelope's English Ex- 
periences IV. — Penelope's IriMi Experi- 
ences IV. — Rebecca of Sunny brook Farm 
I V. — The Affair at the Inn i v. (By K. D. 
Wiggin, M. & J. Findlater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — Rose o' the River x v. 

Wilkins, Maiy £. (Am.). 
Pembroke i v. — Madelon x v, — Jerome 

2 V. — Silence, and other Stories i v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. i v. 

Wills, C. J., vide F. C Philips. 

Winter, Mrs. J. S. 

Regimental Legends i v. 

Wood, Charles: vide Author of 
** Buried Alone.'' 

Wood, H. F. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard x v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny 

Ludlow), t 1887. 
East Lynne 3 V. — The Channings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 2 v. — 
Vemer's Pride^ v. — The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 V. — T^evlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakbum's Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 V. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin's 
Eve 2 V. — Elster 's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade- 
laide's Oath 2 V. — Orville College x v. — 
A Life's Secret i v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 V. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury's Will 
2 V. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — ^ Dene Hollow 
2 V. — The Foggy Night at Offord ; Martyn 
Ware's Temptation; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stream x v. — Within the 
Maze 2v. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 

— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 V. — Adam Grainger i v. — 

Edina 2v, — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 

Netherle'igh 2 v. — (The foWowng \>7 

Johnny LudlojQ ; I,ost in the Post , and 

Other Talea i ^^ATale of Sin , and Ottiec 

^a7«5 X v* —Anne, and Other Talcs x v. - 



The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Otiier 
Tales IV. — Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
and Other Tales i v. — The Story of 
Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales i v. 

Woodro£fe, Daniel. 

Tangled Trinities i v. — The Beaut}'-Shop 

1 V. 

Woods, Margaret L. 
A Village Tragedy i v. — The Vaga- 
bonds IV. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. 

Wordsworth, William, | 1850. 

Select Poetical Works 2 v. 

Wraxall, Lascelles, -j- 1865. 
Wild Oats I V. 

Yates, Edmund, f 1894. 
Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Hamess^z v. 

— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 

2 V. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 V. — Dr. Wainwright's Patient 
2 V. — Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 V. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 V. — The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks x v. — A Silent Witness 
2 V. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v. 

Yeats: vide Levett- Yeats. 
Yonge, Charlotte M., j- 1901. 

The Heir of Redcl3ri!e 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 V. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 V. — The Clever Woman of the Family 
2 V. — The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 

— The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page x v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 V. — The two Guardians i v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 V. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 

— Lady Hester x v. — My Young Alcides 
2 V. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman- 
kind 2 V. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love 
and Life x v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie's Father 
2 V. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses i v. — That Stick i v. -^ 
Grisly Grisell x v. — The Long Vacation 
2 v. — Modern Broods i v. 

"Young Mi^tley," Author of: 
vide Henry Seton Merriman. 

Zangwill, I. 



Series for the Young. 

30 Volumes, Published with Continental Copyright on the same 
conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors, Vide p. i, 

— Price 1 (M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About: — i y. 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
f 1880. 

Ministering Children i v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), f 1 88 7 . 
Our Year i v. — Three Tales for Boj's 
IV. — Three Tales for Girls i v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, \ 1849. 
Moral Tales i v. — Popular Tales 2 v. 

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 
t 1877. 

The I*earl Fountain , and other Fairy- 
Tales X v. 

Lamb, Charles & Mary, j- 1834 

and 1847. 
Tales from Shakspeare i v. ' 

Marryat, Captain, f 1848. 

M^^terman Ready x v. 



Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 

Rex and Reg:ina x v. 



*■'»* 



Montgomery, Florence. 

The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball X V. 

" Ruth and her Friends," Author 
of. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls i v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry, \ 1887, 

William Allair x v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the 
Grand Army i v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word i v. — The 
Stokeslcy Secret i v. — Countess Kate x v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office IV. — Henrietta's Wish 
I V — Kings of England it. — The 
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie i v. 
— P'sandQ'sxv. — AuntCharlotte'sStories 
of English History x v. — Bye- Words xv. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. x v. 



Collection of German Authors. 

57 Volumes, Translations from the Germany published with universal 
copyright. These volumes may be imported into any country, 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882. 

On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 V. — 
Brigitta i v. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2v. — Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestern] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 

Fouqu6, De la Motte, \ 1843. 
Uhdinc, Sintram, etc. i v. 

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, j- 1876. 

Poems (Second Edition) i v. 

Gdrlacb, Wilhelm. 
Priace Bismarck (witi Portrait) x V. 



Goethe, W. v., f 1832. 

Faust IV. — Wilhelm Meister*s Ap- 
prenticeship 2 V. 

Gutzkow, Karl, f 1878. 
Through Night to Light i v. 

Hacklander, F. W., f 1^77- 
Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] x v. 

Hauff, Wilhelm, \ 1827. 
Three Tales i v. 

Heyse, Paul. 

L*Arrabiata, etc. x v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. XV. — Barbarossx, «te.« t. -^ . 



30 Tauchnitn Edition. Collection of German Author s^ Students* Series, 



Kohn, Salomon. 

Gabriel x v. 

Lessing, G. E., f 1781. 

Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galotti x v. 

Lewald, Fanny, -|- 1889. 

Stella 2 y. 

MarUtt, B., f 1887. 

The Princess of the Moor [das Haide- 
prinzesschen] 2 ▼. 

Nathusius, Maria, + 1857. 
Toachim v. Kamem, ana Diary of a 
Poor Young Lady x v. 



Reuter, Fritz, f 1874. 
In the Year 'X3 x v. — An old Story of 
my Fanning Days [Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v. 

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 
Paul), t 1825. 

Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v. 

Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886. 
Ekkehard 2 v. 

Taylor, George. 

Klytia 2 v. 

Zschokke, Heinrich, f 1848. 

The Princess of Brunswick -Wolfen- 
biittel, etc. x v. 



Students' Series for School, College, and Home. 

Ausgaben 

mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special- Wdrterbflcheni. 

Br. = Broscbiert. Kart. = Kartoniert. 



Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t 1873. 

The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischoff, Br. M 0,50. Kart. Jk 0,60. 

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 

(Am.). 

Little Lord Fauntleroj. Von Dr. Ernst 
Croih. Br. Jk x^o. Kart. JH i ,60. — An- 
merkungen und Wdrterbuch. Br. Ji 0,40. 
Sara Cre^. Von Bertha Connell. Br. 
Jb 0,50. Kart. jH 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und WSrterbuch. Br. jH 0,40. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881.^ 

The Reign of Terror (French Revo- 
lution). Von Dr. Luctwig Her rig. Br. 
Ji x,oo. Kart. M x,xo. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 

t 1887. 

A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost. Br. jH 0,80. Kart. Ji 0,90. — 
W5rterbuch. Br. Jk 0,40. . 

Dickens, Charles, j* 1870. 

Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe. Br. Jh x,20. Kart. Jt, 1,30. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A. 
//o^pe. Br. Jfi,40. Kart.v^i,5o.— Wcirter 



Eliot, George (Miss Evans- 
Mrs. Cross), •]• 1880. 

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. H. 
Conrad. Br. Ji 1,70. Kart. Ji x,8o. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia,j- 1885. 

Jackanapes. Von E. Roos. Br. Jto^^o. 
Kart. j^ 0,60. — WSrterbuch. Br. Ji 0^20. 

The Brownies ; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A. MMler. Br. jH 0,60. 
Kart. M 0,70. — WSrterbuch Br. M 0,30. 

Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of tb« 
Wood ; Benjy in Beastland. Von E. Roos, 
Br. M 0,70. Kart. Ji 0,80. — Worter- 
buch. Br. M 0,30. 

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 
t ^790. 

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Jugendjahre 
(1706— X730). Br. M x,oo. Kart. «^x,io. 
n. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (173X bis 
X757). Mit einer Beigabe : The Way to 
Wesdth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. Jk x,20. Kart. Ji 1,30. 

Freeman, Edward A. j* 1892. 

Three Historical Essajrs. Von Dr, C 
Balzer. Br. jH 0,70. Kart. jH o»8o. 



^udr CFintand Second ScriesV Br. .iti,oo. X la^-^-. -o,^* / a^ \ 4. ,^^« 
A Cbristmu Carol in Ptwe. "BemA ^^^^^^^^^ ^^^-V t I902. 
a Gbost Story of Christmas. Vou X>t,\Ta\« ol V5^ Ktv>^^>^^. ^""^"^^ ^^ 
C: Ta^^r. Br. ^ x,oo. ILart. A x.^oA Tanger, ^t. JiXa*^* ^Sj«\. ifcx,^^ 



t 



^ 
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 
Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von 
E. Roos, Br. J6 0,70. Kart. M 0,80. — 
Anmerkungen undWorterbuch. Br. Ji 0,40. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School Days. Von Dr. /. 
Schmidts 2 Parts. Br. Ji 3,00. Kart. 
Jf> 3,20. Part I. apart. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. Ji 1,80. Part. II. apart. Br. j^ i ,30. 
Kart. Ji 1,40. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. //. 
Vamhageu. 2 Bande. Br. M 2,00. 
Kart. ^2,20. I. Band apart. Br. M x,oo. 
Kart. w^z,io. 2. Band apart. Br.j|x,oo. 
Kart. J6 z,io. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, f i^5?- 

England before tbe Restoration. (History 
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. W, 
Jhne, Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. M 0,80. 

England under Charles the $econd. 
(History of England. Chapter II.) Von 
T>T.JV.Ihne. Br. j($i,oo. Kart. J^z,xo. 

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von Dr. Immanuel Schmidt, Br. »^ 1,00. 
Kart. M 1,10. 

• Lord Qive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. R. Thum, J3r. Jh 1,40. Kart. Ji 1,50. 

Ranke's History of the Popes. (His- 
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum, 
Br. Jh 0,60. Kart. jH 0^0. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R, Thum. Br. jH 1,50. 
Kart. j^ z,6o. 

McCarthy, Justin. 

The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32 — 35 of "A 
History of our own Times.*') Von Dr. A. 
Hamann. Br. jH> 0,60. Kart. Ji 0,70. 
— Worterbuch. JBr. Jh 0,20. 



Montgomery, Florence. 
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm, Br. 
Jh 1^0. Kart. M ii70. — Worterbuch. 
B^. [^ 0,40. 

Scott, Sir Walter, \ \%12, 

The Talisman. Von Dr. R, Dressel. 
Br. Jf, 1,60. Kart. Jf, 1,70. 

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H. Loschhorn. Br. Ji 1,50. 
Kart. Jt 1,60.— Worterbuch. Br. ^0,50. 

Tales of a Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. //. Loschhorn. Br. M 1,70. 
Kart. M x,8o. 

Shakespeare, William, f 1616. 

Twelfth Night ; or, What you will. Von 
Dr. H. Conrad, Br. Ji 1,40. Kart. M 1,50. 

Julius Caesar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Schmidt. Br. Ji x,oo. Kart. J$ x^ro. 

Macbeth.Von Tix. Immanuel Schmidt. 
Br. M 1,00. Kart. Ji x,xo. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875. • 
Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng- 
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. 1713 — 1783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacher, Br. jH 1,20. 
Kart. jH> 1,30. 

The Seven Years' War. Von Dr. M. 
Krummacher, Br. M z,20. YLnrt.M z>3o. 

Tennyson, Alfred Lord, f 1892. 
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A, Hamann, Br. jH 0,70. Kart. 
Jd 0,80. — Worterbuch. Br. Jf, 0,20. 

Thackeray, W. M. f 1863. 

Samuel Titmarsh and The ^ez.\. Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George Boyle, 
Br. Jb z,20. Kart. M 1,30. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear- 
less. Von E. Roos. Br. Ji 0,90. Kart. 
Ji 1,00. — WSrterbuch. Br. Ji 0,20. 



Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Each Volume^ hound Ji 2,25. 



Fiir Deutsche, 
Englische Conversationssprache 

von A, Schlessing, 
Pranzdsische Conversationssprache 

von L, Rollin, 
Russische Conversationssprache 

von Br. Z. JCotransky, 



For English students, 

German Language of Conversation 
by A, Schlessing, 

A V usage des itudiants franqcx^^ 
\ L. Rollin ^^ WolUaYvs WeW. 



Tauchnitz Dictionaries. 

^&r saU and for use in all countries. 

Crown 8vo. 

^nglish-German and Gerftian-English. (James.) Thirty^ninth 

Edition, Sewed M 4>50. Bbund M 5,00. 
English-French and French-English. (James & Moufc.) Seventeenth^ 

entirely new and modern Edition, Sewed ^ 5»oo* Bound ^ 6,00. 
English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Twelfth 

Edition, Sewed M 5,00. 
Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 

in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modem 
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed M 29,00. 
Bound in cloth Ji 32,00. Bound in half-morocco jH 33,50. 
Vol.1. Fran9ai8-Allemand- Anglais, sietne EdiiioH, Avec un grand 
Supplement de 1901. Broche Jb 10,00. Reli& en toile jH xx,oo. Relie en 
derai-maroquin M xz»50. Supplement s&parement M 2,00. 
Vol. II. English-German- French, sth EcUiion, With a large Supple- 
ment published in 1902. Sewed jHt xo,oo. Bound in doth JH xx,oo. Bound 
in half-morocco ^ xx,5o. Supplement separately .^ 2«oo. 
Vol. III. Deutsch-Englisch -Franzosisch. 4. Aujlage, Mit einem 
Nachtrage von 1902. Brosch. M 9,00. Geb. in Lmnen Ji xo,oo. Geb. in 
Halbfrz. Ji 10,50. Nachtrag einzeln jH x,oo. 

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition)] 

Bound Ji 2,2$. Sewed M 1,50. 
These Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date, 
English-German and German-English. Twenty-ninth Edition. 
English-French and French-English. Thirtieth Edition, 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-first Edition. 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Twenty-seventh Edition, 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fourteenth Edition, 
Franzosisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-FranzSsisch. Elfte Atiflage, 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Siebente Auflage, 
E8pagnol-Fran9ais et Fran9ai8-Espagnol. Quatrieme Edition, 

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiransky.) 
Vierte Auflage, Br. M 3, 00. Geb. Ji 4,60. 

Imperial 4o. " 

Italienisch-Deutsch und I>eutsch-Italienisch. (Rigutini & Bulle.) 
Z^^'Z, 3,Aufl, Br. y^ 18,00. Geb. v/i? 20,00. Halbmarokko ^ 23,00. 

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Tolhausen.) 2 Bde. 4, ver- 
hesserte Auflage. Br. y^ i5»oo. Geb. y^ i7»50« Halbmarokko ^ 20,50. 

Imperial 80. ~" 

HebrMisch-chaldMisches Handworterbuch Uber das Alte Testament 

(FtJRST.) 2 Bande. Dritte Auflage. M 13,50. 
Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (FtJRST.) Translated from the German. 

J^'zyth Edition, Jh 19,00. 



ifandwdrterbuch der DeutBchetv E^x«.Oct^. ^^^^^^ Wer««^ I 
ezeranzip^ste Auflage, Br. J6 6,00, , . a x» -^^ « ^ .^ 

Handbuch der FrerndwSrtet^e^^^^E^^^^ 
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The Matrimonial Lottery. 
By Chajilotte O'Conor 
EccLES. I vol. -3934. 

A journalistic comedy in which all ends 
well and happily. Miss Ecdes is already 
the authoress of one delightful humorous 
work in the Tauchnitz Edition. 

Sir Nigel. By A. Conan 

Doyle. 2 vols. - 3935/36. 

The author of "Sherlock Holmes" 
has here given us a book of Sinother ^enre. 
It is a romance of the da^ys of chivalry 
with a setting of many historical incidents, 
showing how a brave young squire won 
his golden spurs. 

A Lady of Rome. By F. 

Marion Crawford. 2 vols. - 

3937/38. 

This is the story ol a Roman family 
tragedy, and a psychological study of the 
lengths to which unselfish love and ex- 
piatory renunciation may go in poor human 
nature. 

Whom God hath joined. 

By Arnold Bennett, i voL- 

3939. 

A drama of real life dealing with the 
still unsolved marriage problem and the 
working of the English divorce laws. 

The Lady Evelyn. By Max 

Pemberton. I vol. -3940. 

a stirring romance of England and 
Roumania, in which the gypsies of the 
latter country play an important part. The 
heroine herself has gypsy blood, and her 
dual temperament leads to exciting com- 
plications. 

A Barrister's Courtship. By 

F. C. Philips, i vol. -3941. 

A collection of short sketches by a 
well-known humourist, and a longer 
comedy written in coJJaboration wiOi 
Percy Fendall. 



The Future in America. By 
H. G. Wells, i vol. -3942. 

Mr. Wells, who has already written so 
many works on the future of the world's 
civilisation, paid a visit to America on 
purpose to judge on the spot of the future 
of that country. 

The Far Horizon. By Lucas 
Malet (Mrs. Mary St. Leger 
Harrison). 2 vols.- 3943/44. 

'*The Far Horizon" treats of those 
things that do not lie on the surface. With- 
out being in any sense a religious problem, 
it is essentially religious in its nature. Hu- 
man nature — both male and female — is 
closely studied and depicted with consum- 
mate art ; the pathos of the denouement 
is very telling. 

The Modern Way. By Mrs. 
W. K. Clifford, i V0I.-3945. 

A collection of eight clever short 
stories alternately gay and pathetic. Mrs. 
Clifford's pathos, especially, is of a quite 
exceptionally fine order, and these tales 
will appeal to every reader. 

The Eight Guests. By Percy 
White. 2 vols. - 3946/47. 

An ironical skit on the mammon-wor- 
shipping proclivities of modern society, in 
which several fair representatives of the 
smart set receive a wholesome lesson. 

I 

Harry and Ursula. By W. 
E. NoRRis. I vol. - 3948. 

A fine study in human nature, in which 
the struggle between love and duty leads 
to a touching ending and original situations. 

The Motormaniacs. By 

Lloyd Osbourne. i v.-i^qdA- 

¥out ^e\\^\.V>a^^ ^Kx^xaaxo^'s. tf^^S.^-^ 
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Benita. By H. Rider Hag- 
gard. I vol. - 3950. 

A new African story of buried treasure, 
fighting, and the supernatural, by the 
author of "She" and "King Solomon's 
Mines." 

The even Lamps qf Ar- 
chiUcture. By John Ruskin. 
(With Illustr.) I vol. - 395 1 . 

This is now the fourth of Ruskin 's 
famous "^t* ^rks to appear in the Tauchnitz 
Edition • ■ ^ perhaps the best known of 
them all i*^ of England. The present 
volume t Lrinted from the 1880 revised 
copyright Aion, which alone gives the 
text as fini. xllesii cd by the author himself. 

The Pi *iting Finger. By 

**RlTA." I vol. -3952. 

Which was the real Lord Edensore 
will remain a puzzle to the reader almost 
to the end. This whole romance of high 
life abounds in remarkable situations!. 

The Sinews of War. By 

Eden Phillpotts & Arnold 
Benneti'. I vol. -3953. 

The hero is an unofficial detective of a 
novel kind, who unravels a tangled skein 
of curious events in his character of 
" special " on the staff of a great daily. 

The Diamond Ship. By Max 

Pemberton. I vol. -3954. 

a tale of adventure by land and sea, in 
which the clever hero breaks up a gang of 
international criminals, and finds and wins 
his mortal affinity. 

The Whirlwind. By Epen 
Phillpotts. 2 V0IS.-3955/56. 

This is a new novel by an author who 
has made a great name for himself by his 
descriptions of Dartmoor and its people. 
The ways of the inhabitants are admirably 
reproduced, while the story itself is most 
stJrriDg. 



Kokoro. Hints and Echoes Oj 
Japanese Inner Life. By La * 
CADio Hearn. I vol. - 395 V 

The inner life of the Japanese is ac 
mirably shown in this series of tales and 
articles, and the chief points in their 
religion are perhaps for the first time 
thoroughly brobght home to European 
readers. 

Running Water. By A. E. 
W. Mason, i vol. - 3958. - 

Chamonix and the neighbouring peaks 
of the Mont Blanc gproup form the back- 
ground to this new dramatic story of Alpine 
climbing and of human scheming on lower 
levels. 

The $30,000 Bequest. By 

Mark Twain, i vol. -3959. 

A new volume by the greatest of li^^ 
ing humourists, containing twenty-seven 
sketches, articles, and tales in his own in- 
imitable style. 

Temptation. By Richaiqe) 
Bagot. 2 vols. - 3960/61; 

This is a drama and romaiite «r|E:II;|liaa.| 
high life, by an author who is w^ kka^m' 
by a number of novels dealing^ liri^lfe« 
Roman aristocracy. j 

Representative Men. Ses^^^ 



l\ 



Lectures on the Uses o\ 

Men, Plato, Swedenborg,MR:8^55 

taigne, Shakespeare,. 

leon, and Goethe. ByRAl^; 

Waldo Emerson, i v. * 39JfeiV;'g 

This volume appears in d\jp TAi*d^|6f?.^ 
Edition, with the special coaMititlfill^itf^^^ 
son's son, on the twenty-fi!£h anniv^iliiKy;^ 
of the great American etsayit^f AeftS^' - ^ 



I ' I iy>i *. i 



7Ji£ Tauchnitz Edition is to be Hod of all Boo^mSjj^ 
I J^a//^vqy Libraries on the Continent. V^Jf^^^'^lS 
«r vo/ufrn. A compute Catalogue of the 
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